








5REFAC1E 


As the most striking lines of poetry are the most 
hackneyed, because they have grown to be the 
common inheritance of all the world, so manj of the 
most noble deeds that earth can show ha\ e become 
I the best known, and enjoyed their full meed of fame 
Therefore it may be feared that many of the events 
here detailed, or alluded to, may seem trite to those 
in search of novelty , but it is not for such that 
th^ coUec-tion has been made It is rather intended 
a treasury for young people, where they may 
minuter particulars than their abridged histones 
lually afford of the soul-stirrmg deeds that give hfe 
Snd glory to the record of events , and wher-e also 
^l^her like actions, out of their ordinary comse of 
f reading, may be placed before them, m the trust that 
^ e\tople may inspire the spmt of heroism and self- 
l devotion For surely it must be a wholesome con- 
'Itcmplalion to look on actions, the very essence of 
IS such entire absorption m others that self is 
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not much renounced as forgotten ^ the object of 
which IS not to win promotion, wealth, or success, but 
simple dut}, mercy, and lovmg-kindness Ihese are 
the actions wrought, " hoping for nothing again,” but 
vhich most suiely have then re\v9-rd 

Ihe authorities have not been given, as for the 
most part the nariatives lie on the suiface of histor)^ 
For the description of the Colysaeum, I have, however, 
been indebted to the \bbe Gerbets Rome Chre- 
tienne , for the Housewives of Lowenburg, and 
St Stephen’s Crown, to Freytag’s Sketches of Geiman 
Life , and for the story of Geoige the Toiler, to 
Mr Mayhew’s Geimany The Escape of Attains is 
narrated (from Giegoiy of Tours) m Thieiry’s “ Lettres 
sur I’Histoire de Fiance,” the Russian officer’s ad 
ventures, and those of Prascovia Lopouloff, the true 
Elisabeth of Siberia, are fiom M le Maistre^’^r ^ 
shipwrecks chiefly from Gilly’s Shipwrecks of tf^^ 
British Navy,” the Jersey Powder Magazine from tl | 
Annual Register^ and that at Ciudad Rodrigo, fron!^ 
the traditions of the gzd Regiment 

I 

There is a cloud of doubt resting on a few of tlie 
tales, which it may be honest to mention, though 
they were far too beautiful not to tell These are tne 
details of the Gallic occupation of Rome, the Legend 
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of St GeneMeve, the Letter of Gertrude \on der 
vVart, the stories of the Ke3.s of Calais, of t^^e 
Dragon of Rhodes, and ^^e fear we must add, both 
Nelson’s plan of the battle of the Nile, and hkewise 
the exact form of the heioism of >oung Casabicinca, 
of which no two accounts agree But it was not 
possible to give up such stones as these, and the 
thread of tiuth theie must be m them has de\ eloped 
mto such a beautiful tissue, that e\en if unsubstantial 
when tested, it is surely delightful to contemplate 

Some stories have been passed over as too de\oid 
of foundation, in especial that of young Henri, Duke 
of Nemouis, who, at ten years old, was said to have 
been hung up with his little brother of eight m one 
of Louis XI ’s cages at Loches, with oiders that two 
of the children’ s teeth should daily be pulled out and 
^brought to the king The elder child was said to 
rave insisted on giving the whole suppl} of teetii, so 
,as to save his brother, but though they were cer 
ainly imprisoned after their father’s execution, they 
vere released after Louis’s death m a condition which 
iisproves this atrocity 

The Indian mutiny might likewise have supplied 
,lonoub instances of Christian self-devotion, but w^ant 
of matenals has compelled us to stop short of recording 



™ PRBFAGM 

*ose noble deeds by which delicate women and hghti 
hearted young soldiers showed, that in the hour o| 
need there was not wanting to them the highest and 
deepest “ spirit of self-sacnfice ” 


At some risk of prolixity, enough of the surrounding 
events have in general been given to make the situa- 
tion comprehensible, even without knowledge of the 
general histoiy This has been done in the hope that 
these extracts may serve as a mother^s storehouse for 
reading aloud to her boys, or that they maybe found 

u or short readings to the intelligent, though 
uneducated classes ^ 


November ryTH, 1864 
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GOLDEN DEEDS. 


WHAT IS A GOLDEN DEED ? 

We all of us enjoy a story of battle and adventure 
Some of us delight in the anxiet> and excitement wi^-h 
which we watch the various strange piedicaments, hair- 
bieadth escapes, and ingcpious contrivances that are 
presented to us , and the mere imaginary dread of the 
dangers thus depicted, stirs our feelings and makes us feel 
eager and full of suspense 

This taste, though it is the first step above the dulness 
that cannot be interested in anything beyond its own 
immediate worlds nor care for what it neither sees, 
touches, tastes, nor puts to any present is still the 
lowest form that such a liking can take U may be no 
better than a love of reading about murders in the news- 
paper, just for the sake of a sort of startled sensation , 
and it IS a taste that becomes unwholesome when it 
absolutely delights in dwelling on horrors and cruelties 
for their own sake , or upon shifty, cunning, dishonest 
stratagems and devices To learn to take mterest m what 
IS evil IS always mischievous 

But there is an element m many of such scenes of woe 
and violence that may well account for our mterest in 
diem It IS that which makes eye gleam and the 
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heart thiob, and beais us through the details of suffeizng, 
bloodshed, and even baibanty — feeling our spirits moved 
and elevated by contemplating the courage and endurance 
that they have called forth Nay, such is the charm of 
brilliant valour, that we often are tempted to foiget the 
injustice of the cause that may have called foith the 
actions that delight us And this enthusiasm is often 
united with the utmost tendeiness of heart, the very 
appreciation of suffering only quickening the sense of 
the heioism that risked the utmost, till the young and 
aident learn absolutely to look upon danger as an occasion 
for evincing the highest qualities 

O Life^ without thy chequer’d scene 
Of right and wrong, of weal and woe, 

Success and failuie, could a giound 
For magnanimity be found’” 

The true cause of such enjoyment is perhaps an mheient 
consciousness that there is nothing so noble as forgetful- 
ness of self Therefore it is that w e are struck by hearing 
of the exposure of life and limb to the utmost peril, in 
oblivion, or recklessness of personal safety, m comparison 
with a higher object 

That object is sometimes unworthy In the louest 
form of courage it is only avoidance of disgrace , but even 
fear of shame is better than mere love of bodily ease, 
and from that lowest motive the scale rises to the most 
noble and piecious actions of which human nature is 
capable — the truly golden and priceless deeds that are 
the jewels of history, the salt of life 
^ And It is a chain of Golden Deeds that we seek to lay 
before our readers , but, ere entering upon them, perhaps 
we had better clearly understand what it is that to our 
mind constitutes a GoldemDeed 

It IS not mere hardihood There was plenty «f hardi- 
hood l^^ Pizarro when he led his men through terrible 
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hardships to attack the empire of Peru, but he was actuated 
by mere greediness for gain, and all the perils he so re- 
solutely endured could not make his courage admirable 
It was nothing but insensibility to danger, when set 
against the wealth and power that he coveted, and to 
which he sacrificed thousands of helpless Peruvians 
Daring for the sake of plunder has been found in e\ ery 
robber, every pirate, and too often in all the lower grade 
of warriors, from the savage plunderer of a besieged 
town up to the reckless monarch making war to feed his 
own ambition 

There is a courage that breaks out m bravado, the 
exuberance of high spirits, delighting m defying peril for 
Its own sake, not indeed producing deeds which deser\e 
to be called golden, but which, from their heedless giace, 
their desperation, and absence of all base motives — except 
perhaps vanity — have an undeniable charm about them, 
even when we doubt the nght of exposing a life in mere 
gaiety of heart 

Such was the gallantry of the Spanish knight who, 
while Fernando and Isabel lav before the Moorish cit> of 
Granada, galloped out of the camp, in full view of be- 
siegers and besieged, and fastened to the gate of the city 
with his dagger a copy of the Ave Mana It was a wildly 
brave action, and yet not without service in showing the 
dauntless spirit of the Christian army But the same can 
hardly be said of the daring shown by the Emperor 
Maximilian when he displayed himself to the citizens of 
Ulm upon the topmost pinnacle of their cathedral spire 
01 of Alonso de Ojeda, who figured in like manner upon 
the tower of the Spanish cathedral The same daring 
afterwards carried him m the track of Columbus, and there 
he stained his name with the usual blots of rapacity and 
cruelty These deeds, if not tinsel, were little betti^ than 
gold leaf 
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A Golden Deed must be something more than mere 
display of fearlessness Grave and resolute fulfilment of 
duty IS required to give it the true weight Such duty 
kept the sentinel at his post at the gate of Pompen, even 
when the stifling dust of ashes came thicker and thicker 
from the volcano, and the liquid mud streamed down, and 
the people fled and struggled on, and still the sentry stood 
at his post, unflinching, till death had stiffened his limbs , 
and his bones, in their helmet and breastplate, with the hand 
still raised to keep the suffocating dust from mouth and 
nose, have remained eventiU our own times to show how 
a Roman soldier did his duty In like manner the last ot 
the old Spanish infantry originally foimed by the Great 
Captain, Gonzalo de Cordova, weie all cut off, standing 
fast to a man, at the battle of Rocioy, in 1643, not one 
man breaking his rank The whole regiment was found 
lying in regular order upon the field of battle, with then 
colonel, the old Count de Fuentes, at their head, expiring 
m a chair, m which he had been cai ried, because he was too 
infirm to walk, to this his twentieth battle The conqueror, 
the high-spirited young Duke d'Enghien, afteiwards 
Ptmce of Condd, exclaimed, ^'Were I not a victor, I 
should have wished thus to die and preserved the chair 
among the relics of the bravest of his own fellow country- 
men 

Such obedience at all costs and all risks is, however, 
the very essence of a soldier’s life An army could not 
exist without it, a ship could not sail without it, and 
millions upon millions of those whose “ bones are dust 
and good swords are rust^’ have shown such resolution 
It is the solid material, but it has hardly the excep- 
tional brightness, of a Golden Deed 

And yet perhaps it is one of the most remarkable 
characteristics of a Golden Deed that the doer of it is 
certai^ to feel it merely a duty “ I have done that which 
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It was my duty to do” is the natural answer of those 
capable of such actions They have been constiained 
to them by duty, or by pity , have never even deemed it 
possible to act otherwise, and did not once think of 
themselves m the matter at ail 

For the true metal of a Golden Deed is self-demotion 
Selfishness is the dross and alloy that gives the unsound 
ring to many an act that has been called glorious And, 
on the other hand, it is not only the valour, which 
meets a thousand enemies upon the battle-field, or scales 
the walls in a forlorn hope, that is of true gold It may 
be, but often it is mere greed of fame, fear of shame, or 
lust of plunder No, it is the spirit that gives itself for 
others — the temper that for the sake of lehgion, of 
country, of duty, of kindred, nay, of pity even to a 
sti anger, will dare all things, nsk all things, endure ail 
things, meet death in one moment, or wear life away m 
slow, persevenng tendance and suffering 

Such a spirit was shown by Leaena, the Athenian 
woman at whose house the overthrow of the tyranny of the 
Pisistratids was concerted, and who, when seized and put 
to the torture that she might disclose the secrets of the 
conspirators, fearing that the weakness of her frame 
might overpower her resolution, actually bit off her 
tongue, that she might be unable to betray the trust 
placed m her The Athenians commemorated her tiuly 
golden silence by raising m hei honour the statue of a 
lioness without a tongue, in allusion to her name, whicfi 
signifies a lioness 

Again, Rome had a tradition of a lady whose mother 
was in prison under sentence of death by hunger, but 
who at the peril of her own life, visited her daily, and 
fed her from her own bosom, until even the stem senate 
were moved with pity, and granted a pardon* The same 
story is told of a Greek lady, called Euphrasia, ^5 thus 
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nourished her father , and in Scotland, in 1401, when the 
unhappy heir of the kingdom, David, Duke of Rothsay, 
had been thrown into the dungeon of Falkland Castle by 
his barbarous uncle, the Duke of Albany, there to be 
start ed to death, his only helper was one poor peasant 
woman, who, undeterred by feai of the savage men that 
guarded the castle, crept, at eveiy safe opportunity, to the 
grated window on a level with the ground, and dropped 
cakes through it to the prisoner, while she allayed his 
thirst from her own breast through a pipe Alas ’ the 
visits were detected, and the Christian prince had less 
mercy than the heathen senate Anothei woman, m 
1450, when Sir Giiles of Brittany was savagely imprisoned 
and staned in much the same manner by his bi other, 
Duke Fian^ois, sustained him for several days by bunging 
wheat m her veil, and dropping it through the giated 
window, and when poison had been used to hasten his 
death, she brought a piiest to the grating to enable him 
to make his peace with Heaven Tendei pity made these 
women venture all things , and surely then doings were 
full of the gold of love 

So again two Swiss lads, whose father was dangerously 
ill, found that they could by no means procure the needful 
medicine, except at a price fai be>ond their means, and 
heard that an English traveller had offered a large puce 
for a couple of eaglets The only eyrie was on a crag 
supposed to be so inaccessible, that no one ventured to 
attempt it, till these boys, in their intense anxiety for 
their father, dared the fearful danger, scaled the precipice, 
captured the birds, and safely conveyed them to the 
traveller Truly this was a deed of gold 
Such was the action of the Russian servant whose 
master’s carnage was pursued by wolves, and who sprang 
out among the beasts, sacrificing his own life willinglv to 
slake their fury for a few minutes in oider that the horses 
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might be untouched, and convey his master to a place of 
safety But his act of self-dev otion has been so beautifully 
expanded in the story of Eric’s Grave, in ‘‘Tales of 
Christian Heroism,” that can only hint at it, as at that 
of “ the Helmsman of Lake Erie,” who, with the steamer 
on fire around him, held fast by the wheel m the very jaws 
of the flame, so as to guide the vessel into harbour, and 
save the many lives within her, at the cost of his ovn 
fearful agony, while slowly scorched by the flames 

Memorable, too, was the compassion that kept Dr 
Thompson upon the battle-field of the Alma, all alone 
throLghout the night, striving to alleviate the sufferings 
and attend to the wants, not of our own wounded, but of 
the enemy, some of whom, if they were not sorely belied, 
had been known to requite a fiiendly act of assistance 
with a pistol-shot Thus to remain m the darkness, on a 
battle-field m an enemy^s country, among the enemy them- 
selves, all for pity and mercy’s sake, was one of the noblest 
acts that history can show Yet, it was paralleled in the 
time of the Indian Mutiny, when every English man and 
woman was fiymg from the rage of the Sepoys at Benares, 
and Dr Hay alone remained, because he would not desert 
the patients in the hospital, whose life depended on his 
care — ^many of them of those very native corps who were 
advancing to massacre him This was the Roman sentry^s 
firmness, more voluntary and more glorious Nor may 
we pass by her to whom our title-page points as our living 
type of Golden Deeds — to her who first showed how 
woman’s ministrations of mercy may be earned on, not 
only within the city, but on the borders of the camp 
itself— ‘Hhe ladv with the lamp,” whose health and 
strength were freely devoted to the holy work of softening 
the after sufferings that render war so hideous , whose very 
step and shadow earned gladness and healing to the sick 
soldier, and who has opened a path of like shining light 
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to many another woman who only needed to be shown 
+he way Fitly, indeed, may the figure of Floience 
Nightingale be shadowed forth at the opening of our 
roll of Golden Deeds 

Thanks be to God, there is enough of His own spirit of 
love abroad in the earth to make Golden Deeds of no such 
rare occurrence, but that they are of “ all time Even 
heathen days were not without them, and how much more 
should they not abound after the words have been spoken^ 

Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay down 
his life for his friend," and after the one Great Djsed has 
been wrought that has consecrated all other deeds of self- 
sacrifice Of martyrdoms we have scarcely spoken They 
were truly deeds of the purest gold, but they are too 
numerous to be dwelt on here and even as soldiers deem 
it each man’s simple duty to face death unhesitatingly, so 
“the glorious army of martyis" had, for the most part, 
joined the Church with the expectation that they should 
have to confess the faith, and confront the extremity of 
death and torture for it 

What have been here brought together are chiefiy cases 
of self devotion that stand out remaikably, either from 
their hopelessness, their courage, or then patience, 
varying with the character of their age, but with that 
one essential distinction in all, that the dross of self was 
cast away 

Among these we car not forbear mentioning the poor 
American soldier, who, grievously wounded, had just been 
laid in the middle bed, by far the most comfortable of 
the three tiers of berths m the ship's cabin m which the 
wounded were to be conveyed to New York Still thril- 
ling with the suffenng of being carried from the field, 
and lifted to his place, he saw a comrade m even worse 
jpiight brought in, and thinking of the pam it must cost 
his fellow-soldier to be raised to the bed above him, he 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


9 


surprised his kind lady nurses (daily scatterers of Golden 
Deeds) by saying, “ Put me up there, I reckon Fll bear 
hoisting better than he will ” 

And, even as we write, we hear of an American Railway 
collision that befell a tram on the way to Elmira with 
prisoners The engineer, whose name was William 
Ingram, might have leapt off and saved himself before 
the shock , but he remained in order to reverse the engine, 
though with certain death staring him in the face He 
was buried m the wreck of the meeting tram, and when 
found, his back was against the boiler — he was jammed in, 
unable to move, and actually being burnt to death , but 
even in that extremity of anguish he called out to those 
who came round to help him to keep away, as he expected 
the boiler would burst They disregarded the generous 
cry, and used every effoit to extricate him, but could not 
succeed until after his sufferings had ended in death. 

While men and women stiH exist who will thus suffer 
and thus die, losing themselves in the thought of others, 
surely the many forms of woe and misery with which this 
earth is spread do but give occasions of working out some 
of the highest and best qualities of which mankind are 
capable And oh, >oung readers, if your hearts burn 
within you as you read of these various forms of the 
truest and deepest glory, and you long for time and place 
to act in the like devoted way, bethink yourselveb that the 
alloy of such actions is to be constantly worked away m 
daily life , and that if ever it be your lot to do a Golden 
Deed, it will probably be in unconsciousness that you are 
doing anything extraordinary, and that the whole impulse 
will consist in the having absolutely forgotten self 
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THE STORIES OF ALCESTIS AND ANTIGONE 


[t lias been said, that even the heathens saw and knew 
he glory of self devotion , and the Greeks had two early 
astances so \ery beautiful that, though they cannot in all 
3articulars be true, they must not be passed over There 
nust have been some foundation for them, though we 
:annot now disentangle them from the fable that has 
idhered to them , and, at any rate, the ancient Greeks 
jehe’ved them, and gathered stiength and nobleness from 
Iwelling on such examples , since, as it has been tnlly 
laid, “Every woid, look, or thought of sympathy with 
leroic action, helps to make heroism ” Both tales were 
epresented before them in their solemn religious tragedies 
;nd the noble poetry in which they were recounted by the 
;reat Greek dramatists has been preserved to our time 
Alcestis was the wife of Admetus, King of Pherae, who, 
ccording to the legend, was assured that his life might 
le prolonged, provided father, mother, or wife would die 
1 his stead It \\as Alcestis alone who was willing fieely 
3 give her life to save that of her husband , and her 
evotion IS thus exquisitely descnbed m the following 
ranslation, by Professor Anstice, from the choric song in 
le tragedy by Euripides — 

Be patient, for thy tears are viin — 

They may not wake the dead again 
E’en heroes, of immortal sire 
And mortal mother bom, expire 
Oh, she •« as dear 
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She IS dear now she rests below, 

And thou mayst boast 
lhat the bnde thou hast lo^'C 
Was the noblest earth can show 

“We will not look on her bunal sod 
As the cell of sepulchral sleep, 

It shall be as the shrme of a ladiant god, 

And the pilgrim shall visit that blest aboae 
To worship, and not to weep. 

And as he turns his steps aside, 

Thus shall he breathe his \ow 
* Here sleeps a self devoted bade, 

Of old to save her loid she died 
She IS a spint now 

Hail, bnght and blest one ’ giant to me 
file smiles of glad prosperity ’ 

Thus shall he own hei name divine, 

Thus bend him at Alcestis’ shrme ’’ 

The story, however, bore that Hercules, descending m 
the course of one of his labours into the realms of the dead, 
lescued Alcestis, and brought her back, and Euiipides 
gives a scene in which the rough, jovial Hercules insists 
on the sorrowful Admetus marrying again a lady of his own 
choice, and gives the veiled Alcestis back to him as the 
new bnde Later Greeks tried to explain the story by 
saying that Alcestis nuised her husband through an in- 
fectious fever, caught it herself, and had been supposed 
to be dead, when a skilful physician restored her, but 
this IS probably only one of the many reasonable versions 
they tried to give of the old tales that were founded or> 
the decay and revival of natuie in winter and spring, and 
with a presage running through them of sacnfice, death, 
and resurrection Our own poet Chaucer was a great 
admirer of Alcestis, and improved upon the legend by 
turning her into his favourite flower — 

“ The daisie or els the eye of the daie^ 

The empnse the floiire of flouris all ” 
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Another Greek legend told of the maiden of Thebes, 
one of the most self-devoted beings that could be conceiv ed 
by a fancy untrained in the knowledge of Divine Per- 
fection It cannot be known how much of her story is 
true, but it was one that went deep into the heaits of 
Grecian men and women, and encouraged them in some 
of their best feelings , and assuredly the deeds imputed to 
her were golden 

Antigone was the daughter of the old King GEdipus of 
Thebes After a time heavy troubles, the consequence of 
the sms of his youth, came upon him, and he was driven 
away from his kingdom, and sent to wander forth a blind 
old man, scorned and pointed at by all Then it was 
that his faithful daughter show^ed true affection for him 
She might have lemamed at Thebes with her brotliei 
Kteocles, who had been made king in her father’s room, 
but she chose instead to wander forth with the foilorn old 
man, fallen from his kingly state, and absolutely begging 
his bread The great Athenian poet Sophocles began his 
tragedy of ‘^CEdipus Coloneus^with showing the blind old 
kmg leaning upon Antigone’s arm, and asking — - 

“ Tell me, thou daughter of a blind old man, 

Antigone, to what land are we come, 

Or to what city^ Who the inhabitants 
Who with a slender pittance will relieve 
Ev en for a day the wandering CEdipus ? ’ 

POTTfiR, 

The place to which they had come was m Attica, neaf 
the city of Colonus It was a lovely grove — 

** All the haunts of Attic ground, 

Where the matchless coursers bound, 

Boast not, tlirough their realms of bliss, 

Other spot so fair as this 
Frequent down this greenwood d^le 
Mourns the warbling rnghtingale^ 

Nestling mid the thickest screen 
Of the ivy’s darksome gieen, 
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Or where each empurpled slioot 
Drooping with its myriad fiiiit, 

Curl’d in many a maz> twine, 

Dioops the nevei trodden vine” 

Ansiice; 

This beautiful grove was sacred to the Eumenides, or 
avenging goddesses, and it was therefore a sanctuary 
where no foot might tiead , but near it the exiled king 
was allowed to take up his abode, and was protected by 
the great Athenian King, Theseus There his other 
daughtei, Ismene, joined him, and, after a time, his elder 
son, Polynices, ai lived 

Pol>nices had been expelled from Thebes by his 
brother Eteocles, and had been wandering through Greece 
seeking aid to recover his rights He had collected an 
army, and was come to take leave of his father and sisters , 
and at the same time to entreat his sisteis to take care 
that, if he should fall m the battle, they would prevent his 
corpse from being left unbuned , for the Greeks believed 
that till the funeial rites were performed, the spiiit went 
wandering restlessly up and down upon the banks of a 
dark stream unable to enter the home of the dead 
Antigone solemnly promised to him that he should not be 
left without these last rites Before long, old QEdipus 
was killed by lightning, and the two sisters returned to 
Thebes 

The united armies of the seven chiefs against Thebes 
came on, led by Polynices Eteocles sallied out to meet 
them, and theie was a terrible battle, ending in all the 
seven chiefs being slam, and the two brothers, Eteocles 
and Polynices, were killed by one another in single 
combat Creon, the uncle, who thus became kmg, had 
always been on the side of Eteocles, and therefore com- 
manded that, whilst this younger brother was entombed 
with all due Solemnities, the body of the elder should be 
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left upon the battle-field to be torn by dogs and vultures, 
and that \vhosoe\er duist bury it should be treated as a 
rebel and traitor to the state 

This was the time for the sister to remember hei oath 
to her dead brother The more timid Ismene would have 
dissuaded her, but she answeied, — 

“ To me no suffenngs ha%e that hideous form 
Which can affright me from a gloiious death ” 

And she ciept foith by night, amid all the hoirors of the 
deserted field of battle, and heiself covered with loose 
earth the coipse of Polynices The barbarous uncle 
caused it to be taken up and again exposed, and a watch 
was set at some little distance Again Antigone 

<< Was seen, lamentmg shnll with plaintive notes, 

Like the poor bird that sees her lonely nei>t 
bpoil’d of her young ” 

Again she heaped dry dust with her own hands ovei 
the body, and poured foith the libations of vine that 
formed an essential pait of the ceiemony She was 
seized by the guard, and led befoie Creon She boldly 
avowed her deed, and, m spite of the supplications of 
Ismene, she was put to death, a sufferer for her noble and 
pious deeds , and with this only comfort ~ 

“ Glowing at my heait 
I feel this hope, that to my father, deal 
And dear to thee, my mother, dear to thee, 

My bi other, I shall go ^ 

Potter 

Dim and doubtful indeed was the hope that upbore the 
grave and beautiful Theban maiden , and we «>hall see her 
resolution equalled, though hardly surpassed, by Christian 
Antigones of equal love and surer faith 
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THE CUP OF WATER 


No touch m the history of the minstiel-king David gives 
us a more waim and personal feeling towards him than 
his longing for the water at the well of Bethlehem 
Standing as the incident does in the summary of the 
characters of his mighty men, it is apt to appear to us as 
if It had taken place in his latter days , but such is not the 
case, It befell while he was still under thirty, in the time of 
his persecution by Saul 

It was when the last attempt at reconciliation with the 
king had been made, when the aftcctionate parting with 
the generous and faithful Jonathan had taken plac^, when 
Saul was hunting him like a partndge on the mountains 
on the one side, and the Philistines had neaily taken his 
life on the other, that David, outlawed, yet lo>al at the 
heart, sent his aged parents to the land of Moab fbr 
refuge, and himself took up his abode in the caves of the 
wild limestone hills that had become familiar to him when 
he was^a shepheid Brave captain and Heaven-destined 
king as he was, his name attracted round him a motley 
group of those that were m distress, or in debt, or discon- 
tented, and among them were the “ mighty men ” whose 
brave deeds won them the foremost parts in that army 
with which David was to fulfil the ancient promises to his 
people There were his thi ee nephews, Joab, the feiocious 
and imperious, the chivalrous Abishai, and Asahel the 
fleet of foot , there was the wailike Levite Benaiah, who 
slew lions and honhke men, and others who, like David 
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himself, had done battle with the gigantic sonb of Anak 
Yet e’ven these valiant men, so wild and lawless, could 
be kept m check by the voice of their young captain, and, 
outlaws as they were, they spoiled no peaceful villages, they 
lifted not their hands against the persecuting monarch, 
and the neighbounng farms lost not one lamb through 
their violence Some at least hstened to the song of their 
waihke minstrel — 

** Come, je children, and hearken to me, 

I will teach you the fear of the Lord 
What man is he that lusteth to live, 

And would fain see good days ^ 

Let him refrain his tongue from eMl 
And his lips that they speak no gmie, 

Let him eschew evil and do good 
Let him seek peace and ensue it ” 

With such strains as these, sung to his harp, the warrior 
gamed the hearts of his men to enthusiastic love, and 
gathered followers on all sides, among them eleven fierce 
men of Gad, with faces hke lions and feet swift as roes, 
who swam the Jordan m time of flood, and fought their 
way to him, putting all enemies in the valleys to flight 
But the Eastern sun burnt on the bare rocks A huge 
fissure, opening m the mountain ridge, encumbered at 
the bottom with broken rocks, with precipitious banks, 
scarcely affording a footing for the wild goats — such is the 
spot where, upon a cleft on the steep precipice, still remain 
the foundations of the " hold,’^ or tower, believed to have 
been David's retieat, and near at hand is the low-browed 
entrance of the galleried cave, alternating between narrow 
passages and spacious halls, but all oppressively hot and 
close Waste and wild, without a bush or a tree, in the 
fevensh atmosphere of Palestine, it was a desolate region, 
and at length the wanderer’s heart fainted m him, as he 
thought of his own home, with its rich and lovely terraced 
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slopes, green with wheat, tiellised with vines, and clouded 
with grey olive, and of the cool cisterns of living water by 
the gate of which he loved to sing — 

He shall feed me in a gieen pasture, 

And lead me forth beside the waters of comfoit ’* 

His parched longing lips gave utterance to the sigh, “ Oh 
that one would give me to dnnk of the water of the well 
of Bethlehem that is by the gate * ” 

Three of his brave men, appaiently Abishai, Benaiah, 
and Eleazar, heard the wish Between their mounta n 
fastness and the dearly-loved sprmg lay the host of the 
Philistines , but then love foi thei/ leader feared no 
enemies It was not only water that he longed for, but 
the water from the fountain which he had loved in his 
childhood They descended from their chasm, broke 
through the midst of the enemy’s army, and drew the 
water from the favourite spring, bearing it back, once 
again through the foe, to the tow^er upon the rock f 
Deeply moved was their chief at this act of self-devotion 
— so much moved that the water seemed to him too sacred 
to be put to his own use “ May God forbid it me that I 
should do this thing Shall I drink the blood of these 
men that have put their lives m jeopardy, for with the 
jeopardy of their lives they bi ought it^” And as a 
hallowed and precious gift, he poured out unto the Lord 
the water obtained at the pnce of such peril to his 
followers 

In later times we meet with another hero, who by his 
personal qualities inspired something of the same enthu- 
siastic attachment as did David, and who met with an 
adventure somewhat similar, showing the like nobleness 
of mind on the part of both leader and followers 
It was Alexander of Macedon, whose character as a 
man, with all its dark shades of violence, rage, and pio- 

C 
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fanity, has a nobleness and sweetness that win our hearts, 
while his greatness rests on a far broader basis than that 
of his conquests, though thev are unrivalled No one else 
so gained the love of the conquered, had such wide and 
comprehensive views for the amelioration of the world, or 
rose so superior to the prejudice of race , nor have any 
ten years left so lasting a trace upon the history of the 
world as tliose of his career 

It is not, however, of his victories that we are here to 
bpeak, but of his return march from the banks of the 
Indus, in B C 326, when he had newly recovered from the 
severe wound which he had received under the fig-tree, 
within the mud wall of the city of the Malli This expe- 
dition was as much the exploration of a discoverer as the 
journe) of a conqueror and, at the mouth of the Indus, 
he sent his ships to survey the coasts of the Indian Ocean 
and Persian Gulf, while he himself marched along the 
shore of the province, then called Gedrosia, and now 
Mekhran It was a most dismal tract Above towered 
mountains of reddish-brown bare stone, treeless and with- 
out verdure, the scanty grass produced in the summer 
being burnt up long before September, the month of his 
march , and all the slope below was equally desolate 
slopes of gravel The few inhabitants were called by the 
Greeks fish-eaters and turtle-eaters, because there was, 
apparently, nothing else to eat , and their huts were built 
of turtle-shells 

The recollections connected with the region were 
dismal Semiramis and Cyrus were each said to have 
lost an army there through hunger and thirst , and these 
foes, the most fatal foes of the invader, began to attack the 
Greek host Nothing but the discipline and all-pervadmg 
influence of Alexander could have borne his army through 
Speed was their sole chance , and through the burning 
sun, over the and rock, he stimulated their steps with his 
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own high spirit of unshrinking endurance, till he had 
diagged them till ough one of the most lapid and extra- 
ordinary inarches of his wonderful career His own 
share in their privations was fully and freely taken , and 
once when, like the rest, he was faint with heat and 
deadly thirst, a small quantity of water, won with great 
fatigue and difficulty, was brought to him, he esteemed it 
too precious to be apphed to his own refreshment, but 
poured it forth as a libation, lest, he said, his warriors 
should thirst the more when they saw him drink alone , 
and, no doubt, too, because he felt the exceeding value of 
that which was pui chased by loyal love 

A hke story is told of Rodolf of Hapsburg, the founder of 
the greatness of Austria, and one of the most open-hearted 
of men A flagon of water was brought to him when his 
army was suffering from severe drought “ I cannot,” he 
said, drink alone, nor can all share so small a quantity 
I do not thirst for myself, but for my whole army ” 

Yet there have been thirsty lips that have made a still 
more trying renunciation Our own Sir Philip Sidney, 
riding back, with the mortal hurt m his broken thigh, 
fiom the fight at Zutphen, and giving the draught from 
his own lips to the dying man whose necessities were 
greater than his own, has long been our proverb for the 
giver of that self-denying cup of water that shall by no 
means lose its reward 

A tradition of an act of somew^hat the same character 
survived in a Slesvig family, now extinct It was during 
the wars that raged fiom 1652 to 1660, between Ficdenck 
III of Denmark and Ghailes Gustavus of Sweden, that, 
after a battle, in which the victory had remained with the 
Danes, a stout burgher of Flensborg was about to refresh 
himself, ere retiring to have his wounds dressed, with a 
draught of beer from a wooden bottle, when an imploring 
cry from a wounded Swede, lying on the field, made him 
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turn, and, vnth the \er> words of Sidne}, “Thy need is 
greater than mme,’ he knelt down by the fallen enemy, to 
pour the liquor into his mouth His requital was a 
pistol-shot in the shoulder from the treacherous Swede 
‘ Rascal,” he cried, “I would ha\e befriended you, and 
>ou would murder me in return • hiow will I punish you 
I would have given you the whole bottle , but now you 
shall ha\e only half” And drinking off half himself, he 
gave the rest to the Swede The king, hearing the stor>, 
sent for the burgher, and asked him how he came to spare 
the life of such a rascal 

“ Sire,” said the honest burgher, “ I could never kill a 
wounded enemy ' 

“Thou meritest to be a noble,” the king said, and 
created him one immediately, giving him as armorial 
bearings a wooden bottle pierced with an arrow » The 
family only latel> became extinct m the person of an old 
maiden lady 
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HOW ONE MAN HAS SAVED A HOSI 
B c 507 

I HERE have been times when the devotion of one man 
has been the saving of an army Such, according to old 
Roman story, was the feat of Horatius Codes It was in 
the year B C 507, not long after the kings had been ex- 
pelled from Rome, when they weie endeavouring to 
return by the aid of the Etruscans Lars Porsena, one of 
the great Etruscan chieftains, had taken up the cause of 
the banished Tarqumius Superbus and his son Sextus, 
and gathered all hi^ forces together, to advance upon the 
City of Rome The great walls, of old Etrunan aichi- 
tecture, had probably already risen lound the gi owing 
town, and all the people came flocking in from the country 
for shelter there , but the Tiber was the best defence, 
and It was only crossed by one wooden bridge, and the 
furthei side of that was guarded by a fort, called the 
Janiculum But the vanguards of the overwhelming 
Etiuscan army soon took the fort, and then, in the gallant 
words of Lord Macaulay’s ballad, — 

** Tlius in all the Senate 

Theie was no heart so hold, 

But sore it ached, and fast it beat, 

When that ill news was told 
Forthwith up rose the Consul, 

Up rose the Fathers all, 

Til haste they glided up their gowns, 

And hied them to the wall 
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“ They held a council standing 
Before the Ri\er Gate 
Short time was there, >e well may guesc 
For musing or debate 
Out spoke the Consul roundly, 

‘ The bridge must straight go down, 

For, since janiculum is lost, 

Is ought else can save the town ’ 

“Just then a scout came flying, 

Ail wild with haste and fear 
* To arms * to aims f Sir Consul, 

Lars Porsena is here * 

On the low hills to westward 
The Consul fixed his eye, 

And saw the swarthy storm of dust 
Rise fast along tlie sky 

* « ♦ * * 

But the Consul’s brow was sad. 

And the Consul’s speech was low, 

And darkly looked he at the wall, 

And darkly at the foe 
‘ Their van will be upon us 
Before the bridge goes down , 

And if they once may win the bridge 
What hope to save the town ’ 

“ Then out spoke brave Horatius, 

The Captain of the Gate, 

* To every man upon this earth 
Death cometh soon or late , 

And how can man die better 
1 han facing fearful odds, 

For the ashes of his fathers. 

And the temples of his gods ’ 

“ ‘ ^nd for the tender mother 
Who dandled him to rest. 

And foi the w ife who nurses 
His baby at hei breast ? 

And for the holy maidens 
Who feed the eternal flame, 

To save them from false Sextus, 

That vvro ight the deed of sh'^ire * 
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* Hew down the bridge, Sir Conaiil 

With all the speed ye may, 

I, with two moie to help me, 

Will hold the foe m play 
In yon strait path a thousand 
May well be stopp’d by three 
Now who will stand on either hand, 

And keep the bridge with me ’ ’ 

Then out spake Sptmus Lartins, 

A Ramiiian proud was he, 

* Lo, I will stand at thy right hand. 

And keep the bridge with thee ’ 

And out spake strong Herminius, 

Of Titian blood was he, 

‘ I will abide on thy left side, 

And keep the bridge with tliee ’ ’ 

So forth went these three brave men, Horatius, the 
Consul’s nephew, Spurius Lartius, and Titus Herminius, 
to guard the bridge at the fuither end, while all the rest 
of the warriors were bieaking down the timbers behind 
them 

“ And Fathers, mixed with commons, 

Seized hatchet, bar, and crow, 

And smote upon the planks above, 

And loosen’d them below 

“ Meanwhile the Tuscan army. 

Right glonous to behold, 

Came flashing back the noonday light, 

Rank behind rank, like suigcs bright, 

Of a broad sea of gold 
Four hundred Irumputs sounded 
A peal of warlike glee, 

As that gieat host, with measured tread, 

Ard spears advanced, and ensigns spiead 
Roll d slowly tovaida the budge’s head. 

Where stood the dauntless tiiiee 

The three stood calm and silent. 

And look’d upon the foes, 

And a gieat shout of laiightei 
From all the vanguard rose ” 
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They laughed to see three men standing to meet the 
whole arm) , but it was so narrow a space, that no moie 
than three enemies could attack them at once, and it was 
not easv to match them Foe after foe came forth against 
them, and down before their swords and spears, till 
at last— 

“ Was none that would be foremost 
To lead such dire attack , 

But those behind cned * Forward f * 

And those before cued ‘ Back ’ ’ ” 


Howes c', the supports of the budge had been desticjed 

“ But meanwhile axe and lever 
Have manfully been plied, 

A.nd now the bridge hangs totteimg 
\bove the boiling tide 
‘ Come back, come back, Horatius ’ ’ 

Loud cried the Fathers all , 

‘Bach, Lai tins* back, Heimimus’ 

Back, ere the rum fall ' ’ 

Back darted Spunus Lartius, 

Hei miuius darted back , 

And as they passed, beneath their feet. 

They felt the timbers crack , 

But when they turn’d their faces, 

And on the farther shore 
Saw brave Horatms stand alone, 

They would have cross’d once moic 

** But with a crash hke thunder 
Fell every loosen’d beam, 

And, like a dam, the mighty wnreck 
Lay nght athwart the stream , 

\nd a long shout of triumph 
Rose from the walls of Rome, 

Vs to the highest turret tops 
Was splash’d the yellow foan|.” 

The one last champion, behind a rampart of dead 
enemies, remained till the destruction was complct 
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Alone stood brave Hoiatius, 

But constant still m mmd, 

Thiice thirty thousand foes befoie 
And the broad flood behind ” 

A dart had put out one eye, he vvas wounded in the 
thigh, and his woik was done He turned lound, and — 

“ Saw on Palatinus, 

The white poich of his home, 

And he spake to the noble river 
That lolls by the walls of Rome 
* O Tibei * fathei Tiber ^ 

To whom the Romans pray, 

A Roman’s life, a Roman’s arms 
Take thou in chaige this day ’ ” 

And with this brief prayer he leapt into the foaming 
stream Polybius was told that he was there di owned , 
bi t Livy gives the \ersion which the ballad follows — 

But fiercely ran the cm rent, 

Swollen high by months of rain, 

And fast his blood ^ as flowing, 

And he was sore in pain, 

And heavy with his armour, 

And spent with changing blows, 

And oft they thought him sinking, 

But still again he lose 

“ Never, I ween, did swimmer, 

In such an evil case, 

Struggle through such a raging flood 
Safe to the landing place 
But his limbs were borne up bravely 
By the brave heart within, 

And our good father Tiber 
Bare bravely up his chm 
>»**■»* “ 

“ And now he feels the bottom, 

Now on dry earth he stands, ^ 

Now round him throng the Fathcjs, 

To press his gory hands 
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“ And now with shouts and clapping, 

And noise of % eepmg loud. 

He enters through the River Gate, 

Borne by the joyous ciowd 

They gave him of the corn land, 

That was of public light, 

\s much as two strong oxen 
Could plough from mom to night 
And they made a molten image, 

And set it up on high, 

And there it stands unto this day, 

To witness if I he 

“ It stands m the Comitium, 

Plain for all folk to see, 

Hoiatius m his harness, 

Halting upon his knee 
And underneath is written, 

In letters all of gold, 

How \aliantly he kept the bndge 
In the braie days of old ” 

Never was more honourable surname tnan was his, of 
Codes, or the one-eyed , and though his lameness pre- 
vented him from ever being a Consul, or leading an army, 
he was so much beloved and honoured by his fellow- 
citizens, that m the time of a famine each Roman, to the 
number of 300,000, brought him a day’s food, lest he 
should suffer want The statue was shown even m the 
time of Pliny, 600 years afterwards, and was probably 
only destroyed when Rome was sacked by the barbarians 
Nor was the Roman bridge the only one that has been 
defended b> one man against a host In our own country, 
Stamford bndge was, in like manner, guarded by a single 
brave Northman, after the battle fought ad 1066, when 
Earl Tostig, the son of Godwin, had persuaded the gallant 
sea king, Harald Hardrada, to come and invade England 
The chosen English king, Harold, had marched at full 
speed from Sussex to \oikshiie, and met the invaders 
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marciimg at then ease, without expecting any enemy, and 
wearing no defensive armour, as they went forth to receive 
the keys of the city of York The battle was fought by 
the Norsemen in the full certainty that it must be lost 
The banner, “ Landwaster,” was planted in the midst 
and the king, chanting his last song, like the minstrel 
\\arrior he had always been, stood, with his bravest men, 
m a death-nng around it There he died, and his choicest 
warriors with him, but many more fled back towaids the 
ships, rushing over the few planks that were the only way 
across the river Ouse And here stood their defender, 
alone upon the bridge, keeping back the whole pursuing 
English army, who could only attack him one at a time , 
until, with shame be it spoken, he died by a cowardly blow 
from an enem>, who had crept down the bank of the iiver, 
and under the bridge, through the openings between the 
timbers of which he thrust up his spear, and thus was 
able to hurl the brave Northman into the river, mortally 
wounded, but not till great numbers of his countr>men 
had reached their ships, their lives saved by his gallantry 
In like mannei, Robeit Bruce, in the time of his wan- 
derings, during the year 1306, saved his whole band b> his 
sole exertions He had been defeated by the forces ot 
Edward I at Methven, and had lost many of his friends 
His little army went wandering among the hills, some- 
times encamping in the woods, sometimes crossing the 
lakes m small boats Many ladies were among them, 
and their summer life had some wild charms of romance , 
as the knightly huntsmen brought in the salmon, the 
roe, and the deer that formed their food, and the ladies 
gathered the flowering heather, over which soft skins w^ere 
laid for their bedding Sir James Douglas was the most 
courtly and graceful knight of all the party, and ever 
kept them enlivened by his gay temper and ready wit , 
and the king himself cherished a few precious romances, 
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■which he used to read aloud to his followers as they rested 
in their mountain home 

But their bitter foe, the Lord of Lorn, was always in 
pursuit of them, and, near the head of the Tay, he came 
upon the small army of 300 men with 1,000 Highlanders, 
armed with Lochaber axes, at a place which is still called 
Dair}', or the King's Field Many of the horses were 
killed by the axes , and James Douglas and Gilbert 
de la Ha>e were both wounded All w^ould have been 
slain or fallen into the hands of the enemy, if Robert 
Bruce had not sent them all on before him, up a nar- 
row, steep path, and placed himself, with his armour and 
heavy horse, full m the path, protecting the retreat with 
his single arm It was true, that so tali and powerful a 
man, sheathed m armour and on horseback, had a great 
ad\ antage against the wild Highlanders, who only wore a 
shirt and a plaid, with a round target upon the arm , but 
they were lithe, active, light-footed men, able to climb 
like goats on the crags around hxm, and holding their 
lives as cheaply as he did 

Lorn, watching him from a distance, was struck wuth 
amazement, and exclaimed, “ Methmks, Marthokson, he 
resembles Gol hlak Mom protecting his followers from 
Fingai thus comparing him to one of the most bnliiant 
champions a Highland imagination could conceive At 
last, three men, named M‘Androsser, rushed fonvard, 
resolved to free their chief from this formidable enemy 
There was a lake on one side, and a precipice on the other, 
and the king had hardly space to manage his horse, when 
all three sprang on him at once One snatched his bridle, 
one caught him by the stirrup and leg, and a third leaped 
from a rising giound and seated himself behind him on his 
horse The first lost his arm by one sweep of the king’s 
sword , the second was overthrown and trampled on , and 
the last, by a desperate struggle was dashed down, and 
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his skull cleft by the king’s sword , but his dying grasp 
was so tight upon the plaid, that Bruce was forced to un- 
clasp the brooch that secuied it, and leave both m the 
dead man’s hold It was long preserved by the Mac- 
dougals of Lorn, as a trophy of the narrow escape of their 
enemy 

Nor must we leave Robert the Bruce without mention- 
ing that other Golden Deed, more tiuly noble because 
more full of mercy , namely, his halting his little anny m 
full retieat in Ireland in the face of the English host 
under Roger Mortimer, that proper caie and attendance 
might be given to one sick and suffering washerwoman 
and her new-boin babe Well may his old Scotch rhym- 
ing chronicler remark — 

This was a full gi eat courtesy 
That swilk a king and so mighty, 

Gert his men dwell on this manner, 

But for a poor lavender ” 

We have seen how the sturdy Roman fought for his 
cit>, the fierce Northman died to guard his comiades’ 
rush to their ships aftei the lost battle, and how the mail- 
clad knightly Bruce perilled himself to secure the retreat 
of his friends Here is one more instance, from far more 
modern times, of a soldier, whose willing sacrifice of his 
own life was the safety of a whole army It was m the 
course of the long dismal conflict between Frederick the 
Great of Prussia and Maria Theresa of Austria, which 
was called the Seven Years War, Louis XV of France 
had taken tl e part of Austria, and had sent an araiy into 
Germany m the autumn of 1760 From this the Marquis 
de Castries had been despatched, with 25,000 men, to- 
wards Rhemberg, and had taken up a strong position at 
Klostercamp On the night of the 15th of October, a 
>oung officer, called the Chevalier d’Assas, of the Au- 
■V ergne regiment, was sent out to reconnoitre, and advanced 
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alone into a wood, at some little distance from his men 
Suddenl> he found himself surrounded b> a number of 
soldiers, \vhose bayonets pricked his breast, and a voice 
whispered in his ear, “ Make the slightest noise, and you 
are a dead man ’ ” In one moment he understood it all 
The enemy were advancing, to surprise the French army, 
and would be upon them when night was farther ad- 
\ anced That moment decided his fate He shouted, as 
loud as his voice would carry the words, “ Here, Auvei gne ^ 
Here are the enemy By the time the cry reached the 
ears of his men, their captain was a senseless corpse , but 
his death had saved the army , the surprise had failed, 
and the enemy retreated 

Louis XV was too mean-spirited and selfish to feel the 
beauty of this brave action, but when, fourteen years 
later, Louis XVI came to the throne, he decreed that a 
pension should be given to the family as long as a male 
representative remained to bear the name of D’Assas 
Poor Louis XVI had not long the control of the treasure 
of France , but a century of changes, wars, and revolu- 
tions has not blotted out the memory of the self-devotion 
of the chevalier , for, among the new war-steamers of the 
French fleet, there is one that bears the ever-honoured 
name of DAssas 
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THE PASS OF THERMOPYLiE 
B c 430 

There was trembling in Greece “The Gieat King,” 
as the Greeks called the chief potentate of the East, 
whose domains stretched fiom the Indian Caucasus to the 
^gaeus, from the Caspian to the Red Sea, was marshal- 
ling his forces against the little free states that nestled 
amid the rocks and gulfs of the Eastern Mediteiranean 
Already had his might devoured the cherished colonies of 
the Greeks on the eastern shore of the Archipelago, and 
every traitoi to home institutions found a ready asylum at 
that despotic court, and tried to revenge his own wrongs 
by whispering incitements to invasion ^"^AU people, 
nations, and languages,” was the commencement of the 
decrees of that monarch’s court , and it was scarcely a 
vam boast, for his satraps ruled over subject kingdoms, 
and among his tributary nations he counted the Chaldean, 
with his learning and old civilization, the wise and stead- 
fast Jew, the skilful Phoenician, the learned Egyptian, the 
uild freebooting Arab of the desert, the dark-skinned 
Ethiopian, and over all these ruled the keen witted, active 
native Persian race, the conqueiors of all the rest, and led 
by a chosen band proudly called the Immortal His many 
capitals — Babylon the great, Susa, Persepolis, and the 
like — ^were names of dreamy splendour to the Greeks, 
described now and then by lonians from Asia Minor who 
had earned their tribute to the king's own feet, or by 
courtier slaves who had escaped with difficulty from being 
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all too senaceable at the t>iannic couit And the lord of 
this enormous empire was about to launch his countless 
host against the little cluster of states, the whole of which 
together would hardly equal one province of the huge 
Asiatic realm ’ ]Moreo\er, it was a war not only on the 
men but on their gods The Persians were zealous adorers 
of the sun and of fire, they abhoired the idol-worship of^ 
the Greeks, and defiled and plundered every temple that ^ 
fell in their way Death and desolation w^ere almost the 
best that could be looked for at such hands— slavery and 
torture fiom cruelly barbarous masters would only too 
burely be the lot of numbers, should their land fall a prey 
to the conquerors 

True It was that ten years back the former Great King 
had sent his best troops to be signally defeated upon the 
coast of Attica , but the losses at Marathon had but 
stimulated the Persian lust of conquest, and the new King 
Xerxes was gathering together such myriads of men as 
should crush down the Greeks and oveirun their country 
by mere force of numbers 

The muster place was at Sardis, and there Greek spies 
had seen the multitudes assembling and the state and 
magnificence of the kmg*s attendants Envoys had come 
from him to demand earth and water from each state in 
Greece, as emblems that land and sea were his, but each 
state was resolved to be free, and only Thessaly, that 
w^hich lay first in his path, consented to yield the token 
of subjugation A council was held at the Isthmus of 
Corinth, and attended by deputies from all the states of 
Greece to consider of the best means of defence The 
ships of the enemy would coast round the shores of the 
MgesLU sea, the land army would cross the Hellespont on 
a bndge of boats lashed together, and march southwards 
into Greece The only hope of averting the danger lay in 
defending such passages as, from the nature of the ground. 
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were so nanow that only a few persons could fight hand 
to hand at once, so that courage would be of more avail 
than numbers 

The first of these passes was called Tempe, and a body 
of troops -was sent to guard it, but they found that this 
was useless and impossible, and came back again The 
next was at Thermopylae Look m your map of the 
Archipelago, or ^Sgean Sea, as it was then called, for the 
great island of Negropont, or by its old name, Euboea 
it looks like a piece broken off fiom the coast, and to the 
north IS shaped like the head of a bird, with the beak 
running into a gulf, that would fit over it, upon the mam 
land, and between the island and the coast is an exceed- 
ingly narrow strait The Persian army would have to 
march round the edge of the gulf They could not cut 
straight across the country, because the ridge of moun- 
tains called GEta rose up and barred their way Indeed, 
the woods, rocks, and precipices came down so near the 
sea-shore, that in two places there was only room for one 
single wheel track between the steeps and the impassable 
morass that formed the border of the gulf on its south 
side These two very narrow places were called the gates 
of the pass, and were about a mile apart There was a 
little more width left m the intervenmg space , but in this 
there were a number of springs of warm mineral water, 
salt and sulphurous, which were used for the sick to bathe 
in, and thus the place was called Thermopylae, or the Hot 
Gates A wall had once been built across the westernmost 
of these narrow places, when the Thessalians and Phocians, 
who lived on either side of it, had been at war with one 
another, but it had been allowed to go to decay, since the 
Phocians had found out that there was a very steep narrow 
mountain path along the bed of a torrent, by which it was 
possible to cross from one temtory to the other without 
going round this marshy coast road 
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This was, therefore, an excellent place to defend The 
Greek ships were all drawn up on ^he further side of 
Euboea to pre\ent the Persian vessels from getting into 
the strait and landing men beyond the pass, and a divi- 
sion of the army was sent off to guard the Hot Gates 
The council at the Isthmus did not know of the mountain 
pathway, and thought that all would be safe as long as 
the Persians were kept out of the coast path 
The troops sent for this purpose were from different 
cities, and amounted to about 4,000, who were to keep the 
pass against two millions The leader of them was 
Leonidas, who had newly become one of the two kings of 
Sparta, the city that above all in Greece trained its sons to 
be hardy soldiers, dreading death infinitely less than sname 
Leonidas had already made up his imnd that the expedi- 
tion would probably be his death, perhaps because a pro- 
phecy had been given at the Temple at Delphi that Sparta 
should be sa\ ed by the death of one of her kings of the 
race of Hercules He was allowed by law to take with 
him 300 men, and these he chose most carefully, not 
merely for their strength and courage, but selecting those 
who had sons, so that no family might be altogether de- 
stroyed These Spartans, with their helots or slaves, made 
up ins own share of the numbers, but all the army was 
under his generalship It js even said that the 300 cele- 
brated their own funeral rites before they set out, lest they 
should be depnved of them by the enemy, since, as we 
have already seen, it was the Greek belief that the spints 
of the dead found no rest till their obsequies had been 
performed Such preparations did not daunt the spints 
of Leonidas and his men, and his wife, Gorgo, was not a 
woman to be faint-hearted or hold him back Long before, 
when she was a very little girl, a word of hers had saved 
her father from i^tening to a traitorous message from the 
Kmg of Persia, and every Spartan lady was bred up to be 
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able to say to those she best loved that they must come 
hometrom battle "with the shieldoronit'^— either carrying 
It victoriously or borne upon it as a corpse 

When Leonidas came to Thermopylae, the Phocians 
told him of the mountam path through the chestnut woods 
of Mount CEta, and begged to have the privilege of guard- 
ing It on a spot high up on the mountain side, assunng 
him that it was very hard to find at the other end, and 
that there was every probability that the enemy would 
never discover it He consented, and encamping around 
the warm springs, caused the broken wall to be repaired, 
and made ready to meet the foe 

The Persian army were seen co\ering the whole country 
like locusts, and the hearts of some of the southern Gieeks 
in the pass began to sink Their homes m the Peloponnesus 
were comparatively secure— had they not better fall back 
and reserve themselves to defend the Isthmus of Cormth ^ 
But Leonidas, though Sparta was safe below the Isthmus, 
had no intention of abandoning hi$ northerm allies/ and 
kept the other Peloponnesians to their posts, only sending 
messengers for further help 

Presently a Persian on horseback rode up to reconnoitre 
the pass He could not see over the wall, but m fiont of 
It and on the ramparts, he saw the Spartans, some of them 
engaged in active sports, and others m combing their long 
hair He rode back to the king, and told him what he 
had seen Now, Xerxes had m his camp an exiled 
Spartan Pnnee, named Demaratus, who had become a 
traitor to his country, and was serving as counsellor to 
the enemy Xerxes sent for him, and asked whether his^*^ 
countrymen were mad to be thus employed instead of 
fleeing away , but Demaratus made answer that a hard 
fight was no doubt in preparation, and that it was the 
custom of the Spartans to arrav their hmr with especial 
care when they were about to enter upoirkny great peiil 
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Xerxes would, however, not believe that so petty a force 
could intend to resist him, and waited four days, probably 
expecting his fleet to assist him, but as it did not appear, 
the attack was made 

The Greeks, stronger men and more heavily armed, 
were far better able to fight to advantage than the Per- 
sians with their short spears and wicker shields, and beat 
them off with great ease It is said that Xerxes three times 
leapt off his throne in despair at the sight of his troops 
being dri\ en backwards , and thus for two days it seemed 
as easy to force a way through the Spartans as through 
the rocks themselves Nay, how could slavish troops, 
dragged from home to spread the victories of an ambi- 
tious king, fight like freemen who felt that their strokes 
were to defend their homes and children 

But on that evening a wretched man, named Ephialtes 
crept into the Persian camp, and offered, for a great 
sum of money, to show the mountain path that would 
enable the enemy to take the brave defenders in the rear ^ 
A Persian general, named Hydarnes, was sent off at night- 
fafl with a detachment to secure this passage, and was 
guided through the thick forests that clothed the hill-side 
Imthe stillness of the air, at daybreak, the Phocian guards 
of the path were startled by the crackling of the chesnut 
leaves under the tread of many feet They started up, 
but a shower of arrows was discharged on them, and 
forgetting all save the present alarm, they fled to a higher 
part of the mountain, and the enemy, without waiting to 
pursue them, began to descend 
As day dawned, morning light showed the watchers of the 
Grecian camp below a ghttenng and shimmering m the 
torrent bed where the shaggy forests opened , but it was 
not the sparkle of water, but the shine of gilded hel- 
mets and the gleaming of silvered spears ^ Moreover, 
a Cimmenan crept over to the wall from the Persian 
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camp with tidings that the path had been betrayed, 
that the enemy were climbing it, and would come down 
beyond the Eastern Gate Still, the way was rugged and 
circuitous, the Persians 'would hardly descend before mid- 
day, and there was ample time for the Greeks to escape 
before they could thus be shut in by the enemy 
There was a short council held over the morning sacri- 
fice Megistias, the seer, on inspecting the entrails of the 
slam victim, declared, as well he might, that their appear- 
ance boded disaster Him Leonidas ordered to retire, 
but he refused, though he sent home his only son 1 here 
was no disgrace to an ordinary tone of mind in leaving a 
post that could not be held, and Leonidas recommended 
all the allied tioops under his command to march away 
while yet the way was open As to himself and his 
Spartans, they had made up their minds to die at their 
post, and there could be no doubt that the example of 
such a resolution would do more to save Greece than 
their best efforts could ever do if they were careful to 
reseiwe themselves for another occasion 
All the allies consented to retreat, except the eighty 
men who came from Mycaene and the 700 Thespians, who 
declared that they would not desert Leonidas Theie 
were also 400 Thebans who remained , and thus the whole 
number that stayed wath Leonidas to confront two million 
of enemies were fourteen hundred wmnors, besides the 
helots or attendants on the 300 Spartans, whose number 
is not known, but there was probably at least one to each 
Leonidas had two kinsmen m the camp, like himself, 
claiming the blood of Hercules, and he tried to save 
them by giving them letters and messages to Sparta, but 
one answered that he had come to fight, not to carry 
letters,” and the other, that “his deeds would teU all 
that Sparta wished to know ” Another Spartan, named 
Dienices, when told that the enemy’s archers were so 
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numerous that their arrows darkened the sun, replied, 
So much the better, we shall fight in the shade ” Two 
of the 300 had been sent to a neighbouring village, suffer- 
mg severely from a complaint in the eyes One of them 
called Eurytus, put on his armour, and commanded his 
helot to lead him to his place in the ranks , the other, 
called Anstodemus, was so overpowered with illness that 
he allowed himself to be carried away with the retreating 
allies It was stiff early in the day when all were gone, 
and Leonidas gave the word to his men to take then last 
meal “ To-night,” he said, we shall sup with Pluto ” 
Hitherto, he had stood on the defensive, and had hus- 
banded the lives of his men , but he now desired to make 
as great a slaughter as possible, so as to inspire th^' 
enemy with dread of the Grecian name Pie therefore 
marched out beyond the wall, without waiting to be 
attacked, and the battle began The Persian captains 
went behind their wretched troops and scourged them on 
to the fight with whips » Poor wretches, they were driven 
on to be slaughtered, pierced with the Greek spears, hurled 
into the sea, or trampled into the mud of the tnorass, but 
their inexhaustible numbers told at length The spears 
of the Greeks broke under hard service, and then swords 
?bne remained, they began to fall, and Leonidas himself 
was among the first of the slam Hotter than ever was the 
fight over his corpse, and two Persian princes, brothers 
of Xerxes, were there killed, but at length word was 
brought that Hydames was over the pass, and that the 
few remaining men were thus enclosed on all sides The 
Spartans and Thespians made their way to a little hillock 
within the wall, resolved to let this be the place of their last 
stand , but the hearts of the Thebans failed them, and they 
came towards the Persians holding out their hands m 
entreaty for merev Quarter was given to them, but they 
weie all bianded with the king’s mark as untiustwoithy 
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deserters The helots probably at this tune escaped into 
the mountains , while the small desperate band stood 
side by side on the hill still fighting to the last, some with 
swords, others with daggers, others even with their hands 
and teeth, till not one living man remained amongst them 
when the sun went down There was only a mound of 
slam, bristled over with arrows 

Twenty thousand Persians had died before that handful 
of men ’ Xerxes asked Demaratus if there were many 
more at Sparta like these, and was told there were 8,000 
It must have been with a somewhat failing heart that he 
invited his courtiers from the fleet to see what he had done 
to the men who dared to oppose him* and showed them 
the head and arm of Leonidas set up upon a cross , but he 
took care that all his Own slam, except 1,000, should first be 
put out of sight The body of the brave king was buned 
where he fell, as were those of the other dead Much 
envied were they by the unhappy Anstodemus, who found 
himself called by no name but the Coward,” and was 
shunned by all his fellow-citizens No one would give 
him fire or water, and aftei a year of misery, he redeemed 
his honour by peiishmg in the fore-front of the battle of 
Plataea, which was the last blow that drove the Persians 
mgloriously from Greece 

The Greeks then united m doing honour to the brave 
wamors who, had they been better supported, might 
have saved the whole country from invasion The poet 
Simonides %vrote the inscnptions that were engraved upon 
the pillars that were set up m the pass to commemorate 
this great action One was outside the wall, where most 
of the fighting had been It seems to have been in 
honour of the whole number who had for two days 
resisted — 

Here did four thou‘;aud men from Pelops’ land 

Against three hundred mynads bravely Stand ” 
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In honour of the Spartans was another column — 

“ Go, traveller, to Sparta tell 
lhat here, obeying her, we fell ** 

On the little hillock of the last resistance was placed 
the figure of a stone hon, m memory of Leonidas, so filly 
named the lion-like, and Simonides, at his own expense, 
elected a pillar to his fnend, the seer Megistias — 

“The great Megistias* tomb you here may view, 

Who slew the Medes, fresh from Speicheius fords , 

Well the wise seer the commg death foreknew, 

Yet scorn’d he to forsake his Spartan lords ** 

1 he names of the 300 were likewise engraven on a pillar 
at Sparta 

Lion, pillars, and mscnptions have all long since passed 
away, even the very spot itself has changed, new soil has 
been formed, and there are miles of solid ground between 
Mount CEta and the gulf, so that the Hot Gates no longer 
exist But more enduring than stone or brass—nay, than 
the very battle-field itself— has been the name of Leonidas 
Two thousand three hundred years have sped smce he 
braced himself to perish for his countr)ds sake in that 
narrow, marshy coast road, under the brow of the wooded 
crags, with the sea by his side Since that time how 
many hearts have glowed, how many arms have been 
nerved at the remembrance of the Pass of Thermopylae, 
and the defeat that was woH-h much moie than a 
victory J 
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THE ROCK OF THE CAPITOL, 

B c 389 

The city of Rome was gradually rising on the banks of 
the Tiber, and every year was adding to its temples and 
public buildings 

Every citizen loved his city and her greatness above 
all else There was as yet little wealth among them , the 
richest owned little more than a few acres, which they 
cultivated themselves by the help of their families, and 
sometimes of a few slaves, and the beautiful Campagna 
di Roma, girt in by hills looking hke amethysts in the- 
distance, had not then become almost uninhabitable from 
pestilential air, but was rich and fertile, full of highly 
cultivated small farms, where corn was raised m furroivs 
made by a small hand plough, and herds of sheep, goats, 
and oxen browsed in the pasture lands The owners of 
these lands would on public days take off their rude 
working dress and broad-bnmmed straw hat, and putting 
on the white toga with a purple hem, would enter the city, 
and go to the valley called the Forum or Market-place to 
give their votes for the officers of state who were elected 
every year, especially the two consuls, who were like 
kings all but the crown, wore purple togas richly em- 
broidered, sat on ivory chairs, and were followed by 
lictors carrying an axe m a bundle of rods for the execu- 
tion of justice In their own chamber sat the Senate, 
the great council composed of the patricians, or citizens 
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of highest birth, and of those who had formerly been 
consuls They decided on peace or war, and made 
the laws, and were the leal governors of the State, and 
their giave dignity made a great impression on all who 
came near them Above the buildings of the city rose 
steep and high the Capitoline Hill, with the Temple of 
Jupiter on its summit, and the strong wall in which was 
the chief stronghold and citadel of Rome, the Capitol, the 
very centre of hei strength and resolution When a war 
was decided on, every citizen capable of bearing arms 
was called into the Forum, bringing his helmet, breast- 
plate, short sword and heavy spear, and the officers, 
called tribunes, chose out a sufficient number, who were 
formed into bodies called legions, and marched to battle 
under the command of one of the consuls Many little 
States or Italian tribes, who had nearly the same customs 
as Rome, surrounded the Campagna, and so many disputes 
arose, that every year, as soon as the crops were saved, 
the armies marched out, the flocks were diiven to folds 
on the hills, the vomen and children were placed m the 
walled cities, and a battle was fought, sometimes followed 
up by the siege of the city of the defeated The Romans 
did not always obtain the victory, but there was a staunch- 
ness about them that was sure to prevail m the long run , 
if beaten one year, they came back to the charge the next, 
and thus they gradually mastered one of their neighbours 
after another, and spread then dominion over the central 
part of Italy 

The/ were well used to Itahan and Etruscan ways of 
making war, but after nearly 400 years of this kind of 
fighting, a stranger and wildei enemy came upon them 
These were the Gauls, a tall, strong, brave people, long 
limbed and red haired, of the same race as the High- 
landers of Scotland They had gradually spread them- 
selves over the middle of Europe, and had for some 
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generations past lived among the Alpine mountains, 
whence they used to come down upon the rich plains of 
northern Italy for forays, m which they slew and burnt, 
and drove off cattle, and now and then, when a country 
was quite depopulated, would settle themselves in it And 
thus, the Gauls conquering from the north and the Romans 
fiom the south, these two fierce nations at length came 
against one another 

The old Roman story is that it happened thus The 
Gauls had an unusually able leader, whom Latin historians 
call Brennus, but whose real name was most likely Bran, 
and who is said to have come out of Britain He had 
brought a great host of Gauls to attack Clusium, a Tuscan 
city, and the inhabitants sent to Rome to entreat succour 
Three ambassadors, brothers of the noble old family of 
Fabius, were sent from Rome to mteicede for the Clusians 
They asked Brennus what harm the men of Clusium had 
done the Gauls, that they thus made war on them, and, 
according to Plutarch’s account, Brennus made answer 
that the injury was that the Clusians possessed land that 
the Gauls wanted, remarking, that it was exactly the way 
in which the Romans themselves treated their neighbours, 
adding, however, that this was neither cruel nor unjust, 
but according— 

'*To the good old plan 
That they should take who have the power, 

And they should keep who can 

The Fabii, on receiving this answer, were so foolish as to 
tiansgress the rule, owned even by the savage Gauls, that 
an ambassador should neither fight nor be fought with , 
they joined the Clusians, and one brother, named Quintus, 

* These lines of Wordsworth on Rob Roy’s grave almost 
literally tianslate the spee{i|| Plutarch gives the first Kelt of 
history, Brennus 
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UUed a remarkably large and tall Gallic chief in single 
combat Brennus was justly enraged, and sent messengers 
to Rome to demand that the brothers should be given up to 
him for punishment The piiests and many of the Senate 
held that the rash young men had deserved death as 
covenant-breakers , but their father made strong interest 
for them, and prevailed not only to have them spared, but 
even chosen as tribunes to lead the legions in the wai that 
was expected ^ Thus he persuaded the whole nation to 
take on itself the guilt of his sons, a want of true self- 
devotion uncommon among the old Romans, and which 
was severely punished 

The Gauls were much enraged, and humed southwards, 
not waiting for plunder by the way, but declanng that they 
were friends to every State save Rome The Romans on 
their side collected their troops in haste, but with a lurking 
sense of having transgressed , and since they had gain- 
sayed the counsel of their priests, they duist not have 
recourse to the sacrifices and ceremonies by which they 
usually sought to gain the favour of their gods Even 
among heathens, the saying has often been verified, a 
sinful heart makes failing hand,” and the battle on the 
banks of the river Ailia, about eleven miles from Rome, 
was not so much a fight as a rout The Roman soldieis 
were ill drawn up, and were at once broken Some fled 
to Veil and other towns, many were drowned m crossing 
the Tiber, and it was but a few who showed m Rome 
their shame-stricken faces, and brought word that the 
Gauls were upon them 

Had the Gauls been really in pursuit, the Roman name 
and nation would have penshed under their swords , but 
they spent three days m feasting and sharing their plundei, 

^ These events happened dimng an experiment iriade by the 
Romans of having si\ militaiy tiibunes instead of tno consuls 
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and thus gave the Romans time to take measures for the 
safety of such as could yet escape Theie seems to have 
been no notion of defending the city, the soldiers had been 
too much dispersed , but all who still remained and could 
call up something of their ordinary courage, carried all 
the provisions they could collect into the stronghold of 
the Capitol, and resolved to hold out theie tiU the las^-, m 
hopes that the scattered aimy might mustei again, or that 
the Gauls might retreat, after having revenged themselves 
on the city Every one who could not fight, took flight, 
taking with them all they could carry, and among them 
went the white-clad troop of vestal virgins, carrying with 
them their censer of fire, which was esteemed sacred, and 
never allowed to be extinguished A man named Albinus, 
who saw these sacred women footsore, wearv, and weighed 
down with the treasures of their temple, removed his own 
family and goods from his cart and seated them in it— -an 
act of reverence for which he was much esteemed — and 
thus they safely reached the city of Cumae The only 
persons left in Rome outside the Capitol were eighty of the 
oldest senators and some of the priests Some were too 
feeble to fly, and would not come into the Capitol to con- 
sume the food that might maintain fighting men, but 
most of them were filled with a deep, solemn thought that, 
by offenng themselves to the weapons of the barbarians, 
they might atone for the sm sanctioned by the Re- 
public, and that their death might be the saving of the 
nation This notion that the death of a ruler would 
expiate a country’s guilt, was one of the strange presages 
abroad m the heathen world of that which alone takes 
away the sin of all mankind. 

On came the Gauls at last The gates stood open, the 
streets were silent, the houses’ low-browed doors showed no 
one m the paved courts N9 living man was to be seen, till 
at last, hurrying down the steep empty streets, they reached 
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the great open space of the Forum, and there they stood 
still in amazement, for ranged along a gallery were a row 
of ivory chairs, and in each chair sat the figure of a white- 
haired, white-bearded man, with arms and legs bare, and 
robes either of snowy white, white bordered with purple, 
or purple richly embroidered, ivory staves in their hands, 
and majestic, unmoved countenances So motionless were 
they, that the Gauls stood still, not knowing whether they 
beheld men or statues A wondrous scene it must have 
been, as the brawny, red-haired Gauls, with freckled 
visage, keen little eyes, long broad sword, and wide plaid 
garment, fashioned into loose trousers, came curiously 
down into the market-place, one after another , and each 
stood silent and transfixed at the spectacle of those grand 
figures, still unmoving, save that their large full liquid 
dark eyes showed them to be living beings Surely these 
Gauls deemed themselves in the presence of that council 
of kings who were sometimes supposed to govern Rome, 
nay, if they were not before the gods themselves At last, 
one Gaul, ruder, or more curious than the rest, came up 
to one of the venerable figures, and, to make proof whether 
he were flesh and blood, stroked his beard Such an in- 
sult from an uncouth barbarian was more than Roman 
blood could brook, and the Gaul soon had his doubt 
satisfied by a sharp blow on the head from the ivory staff 
All reverence was dispelled by that stroke , it was at once 
returned by a death thrust, and the fury of the savages 
wakening in proportion to the awe that had at first struck 
them, they rushed on the old senators, and slew each one 
m his curule chair 

Then they dispersed through the city, burning, plunder- 
ing, and destroying To take the Capitol they soon found 
to be beyond their power, but they hoped to starve the 
defenders out , and in the meantime they spent their time 
m pulling down the outer walls, and such houses and 
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temples as had resisted the fire, till the defenders of the 
Capitol looked down fiom their height on nothing but 
desolate black burnt ground, w ith a few heaps of rums in 
the midst, and the barbarians roaming about in it, and 
driving in the cattle that their foraging parties collected 
from the country round There was much earnest faith 
in their own religion among the Romans they took all 
this rum as the just reward of their shelter of the 
Fabii, and even in their extremity were lesolved not to 
transgress any sacred rule Though food daily became 
more scarce and starvation v as fast approaching, not one 
of the sacred geese that were kept in Juno’s Temple was 
touched, and one Fabius Dorso, who believed that the 
household gods of his family required yearly a sacrifice on 
their own festival day on the Quirmal Hill, arrayed him- 
self m the white robes of a sacnficer, took his sacred 
images m his arms, and went out of the Capitol, through 
the midst of the enemy, through the rums to the accus- 
tomed altar, and there performed the regular rites The 
Gauls, seeing that it was a religious ceremony, let him 
pass through them untouched, and he returned in safety , 
but Brennus was lesolved on completing his conquest, and 
while half his forces went out to plunder, he remained 
with the other half, watching the moment to effect an 
entrance into the Capitol , and how were the defenders, 
worn out with hunger, to resist without relief from without? 
And who was there to bring relief to them, who were 
themselves the Roman State and government ? 

Now there was a citizen, named Marcus Funus Camillus, 
who was, without question, at that time, the first soldier of 
Rome, and had taken several of the chief Italian cities, 
especially that of Veil, which had long been a most 
dangerous enemy But he was a proud, haughty man, and 
had brought on himself much dislike , until, at last, a false 
stccusation was brought gainst him, that he had taken 
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ati unfair share of the plunder of Veil He was too proud 
to stand a tnal , and, leaving the city, was immediately 
fined a considerable sum He had taken up his abode at 
the city of Ardea, and was there livmg when the plunder- 
ing half of Brennus’ army was reported to be coming 
thither Camillus immediately offered the magistrates to 
undertake their defence, and getting together all the men 
who could bear arms, he led them out, fell upon the Gauls f 
as they all lay asleep and unguarded in the dead of night^ 
made a great slaughter of them, and saved Ardea All 
this was heard by the many Romans who had been living 
dispersed since the rout of Alha , and they began to 
recover heart and spint, and to think that if Camillus 
would be their leader, they might yet do something to 
redeem the honour of Rome, and save their friends in the 
Capitol An entreaty was sent to him to take the com- 
mand of them , but, like a proud, stern man as he was, he 
made answer, that he was a mere exile, and could not 
take upon himself to lead Romans without a decree from 
the Senate giving him authority The Senate was — all 
that remained of it — ^shut up in the Capitol , the Gauls 
were spread all round , how was that decree to be ob- 
tained ? 

A young man, named Pontius Commius, undertook the 
desperate mission He put on a peasant dress, and hid 
some corks under it, supposing that he should find no 
passage by the bndge over the Tiber Travelling all 
day on foot, he came at night to the bank, and saw the 
guard at the bridge , then, having waited for darkness, he 
rolled his one thin light garment, with the corks wrapped 
up m It, round his head, and trusted himself to the stream 
of Father Tiber, like “good Horatius” before him, and 
he was safely borne along to the foot of the Capitoline 
Hill He crept along, avoiding every place where he saw 
lights or heard noise, till he came to a rugged precipice. 
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which he suspected u ould not be watched by the enemy, 
who would suppose it too steep to be climbed fiom above 
or below But the resolute man did not fear the giddy, 
dangerous ascent, even in the darkness , he swung him- 
self up by the stems and boughs of vines and climbing 
plants, his naked feet clung to the rocks and tufts of 
grass, and at length he stood on the top of the rampart, 
calling out his name to the soldiers who came in haste 
around him, not knowing whether he were friend or foe 
A joyful sound must his Latin speech have been to the 
long-tned, half-starved garrison, who had not seen a fresh 
face for six long months f The few who represented the 
Senate and people of Rome were hastily awakened from 
their sleep, and gathered together to hear the tidings 
brought them at so much risk Pontius told them of the 
victory at Ardea, and that Camillus and the Romans 
collected at Veil were only waiting to march to their 
succour till they should give him lawful power to take the 
command There was little debate The vote was passed 
at once to make Camillus Dictator, an office to which 
Romans were elected upon great emergencies, and which 
gave them, for the time, absolute kingly control , and then 
Pontius, beanng the appointment, set off once again upon 
his mission, still under shelter of night, clambered down 
the rock, and crossed the Galhc camp before the bar- 
barians were yet awake 

There was hope in the little garrison , but danger was 
not over* The sharp-eyed Gauls observed that the shrubs 
and creepers were broken, the moss frayed, and fresh 
Stones and earth rolled down at the crag of the Capitol 
they were sure that the rock had been climbed, and, 
therefore, that it might be climbed agaan Should they, 
who were used to the snowy peaks dark abysses, and 
huge glaciers of the Alps, be afraid to climb where a soft 
dweller m a tame Italian town could venture a passage ? 
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Brennus chose out the hardiest of his mountaineers, and 
directed them to climb up in the dead of night, one 
by one, in perfect silence, and thus to surprise the 
Romans, and complete the slaughter and victoiy, before 
the forces assembling at Veil could come to their rescue 
Silently the Gauls climbed, so still> that not even a dog 
heard them , and the sentinel nearest to the post, who 
had fallen into a dead sleep of exhaustion from hungei, 
never awoke But the fatal stillness was suddenly bioken 
by loud gabbling, cackling, and flapping of heavy wings 
The sacred geese of Juno, which had been so leligiously 
spaied m the famine, weie frightened by the rustling 
beneath, and proclaimed their terror in their own noisy 
fashion The first to take the alarm was Marcus Manlius, 
who started forward just m time to meet the foremost 
climbers as they set foot on the rampart One, who 
raised an axe to strike, lost his ann by one stroke of 
Manlius’ short Roman swoid , the next was by mam 
strength hurled backwards over the precipice, and Manlius 
stood alone on the top, for a few moments, ready to strike 
the next who should struggle up The whole of the 
gairison were in a few moments on the alert, and the 
attack was entirely repulsed , the sleeping sentry was cast 
headlong down the rock , and Manlius was brought, by 
each grateful soldier, that which was then most valuable 
to ail, a little meal and a small measure of wine Still, 
the condition of the Capitol was lamentable there was no 
certainty that Pontius had ever reached Camillus in 
safety , and, indeed, the discovery of his path by the 
enemy would rather have led to the supposition that he 
had been seized and detected The best hope lay in 
wearying out the besiegers , and there seemed to be more 
chance of this, since the Gauls often could be seen from 
the heights, burying the corpses of their dead , their tall, 
bony forms looked gaunt and droopmg^nd, here and 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


SI 

tnere, unbuned cai cases lay amongst the rums Nor 
Mere the flocks and herds any longer diiven m trom the 
country Either all must have been exhausted, or else 
Camillus and his friends must be near, and preventing 
their raids At any rate, it appeared as if the enemy Mas 
quite as ill oif as to provisions as the garrison, and in 
worse condition as to health In effect, this was the fiist 
example of the famous saying, that Rome destioys her 
conquerors In this state of things one of the Romans 
had a dream that Jupiter, the special god of the Capitol, 
appeared to him, and gave the strange advice that all the 
lemainmg flour should be baked, and the loaves thrown 
down into the enemy’s camp Telling the dream, which 
may, peihaps, have been the shaping of his own thoughts, 
that this apparent waste would persuade the barbanans 
that the garrison could not soon be starved out, this 
person obtained the consent of the rest of the besieged 
borne approved the stratagem, and no one chose to act 
contrary to Jupiter’s supposed advice , so the bread was 
baked, and tossed down by the hungry men 
After a time, there w'^as a leport from the outer guards 
that the Gallic watch had been telling them that their 
leader would be wulhng to speak with some of the Roman 
chiefs Accordingly, Sulpitius, one of the tnbunes, went 
out, and had a conference with Brennus, who declared 
that he would depart, provided the Romans w^ould lay 
down a ransom, for their Capitol and then own lives, of 
a thousand pounds’ weight of gold To this Sulpitius 
igreed, and, leturnmg to the Capitol, the gold was collected 
from the treasury, and carried down to meet the Gauls, 
who brought their own weights The weights did not 
meet the amount of gold ornaments that had been con- 
tiibuted for the purpose, and no doubt the Gauls were re- 
solved to have all that they beheld , for when Sulpitius was 
about to trv to arra’zsfe the balance, Brennus insultingly 
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threw his sword into his own scale, exclaiming, V(s 
victis f “Woe to the conquered The Roman was not 
yet fallen so low as not to remonstrate, and the dispute was 
waxing sharp, when there was a confused outcry in the 
Gallic camp, a shout from the heights of the Capitol, and 
mto the midst of the open space rode a band of Roman 
patncians and knights in armour, with the Dictator 
Camilius at their head 

He no sooner saw what was passing, than he com^ 
manded the treasure to be taken back, and, turning to 
Brennus, said, “ It is with iron, not gold, that Romans 
guard their country ” 

Brennus declared that the treaty had been sworn to, 
and that it would be a breach of faith to deprive him of 
the ransom, to which Camilius replied, that he himself 
was Dictator, and no one had the power to make a treaty 
in his absence The dispute was so hot, that they drew 
their swords against one another, and there was a skir- 
mish among the rums , but the Gauls soon fell back, 
and retreated to their camp, when they saw the mam 
body of Camilius’ army marching upon them It was no 
less than 40,000 m number , and Brennus knew he could 
not withstand them with his broken, sickly army He 
drew off early the next morning , but was followed by 
Camilius, and routed, with great slaughter, about eight 
miles from Rome , and very few of the Gauls hved to 
return home, for those who were not slam m battle were 
xnit off m their flight by the country people, whom they 
had plundered 

In reward for their conduct on this occasion, Camilius 
was termed Romulus, Father of his Country, and Second 
Founder of Rome , Marcus Manlius received the honour- 
able surname of Capitolmus , and even the geese were 
honoured by having a golden image raised to their honour 
in Juno’s temple, and a live goose was yearly carried in 
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tnumph, upon a boft litter, in a golden cage, as long as 
any heathen festivals lasted The reward of Pontius 
Commius does not appear , but surely he, and the old 
senators who died for their country’s sake, deserve to be 
for ever remembered for their brave contempt of life when 
a service could be done to the State 
The truth of the whole narrative is greatly doubted, 
and It is suspected that the Gallic conquest was more 
complete than the Romans ever chose to avow Their 
histoiy is far from cleai up to this very epoch, when it is 
said that all their records were destroyed , but even when 
place and period are misty, great names and the mam 
outline of their actions loom through the cloud, perhaps 
exaggerated, but still with some reality , and if the magni- 
ficent romance of the sack of Rome be not fact, yet it is 
certainly history, and well worthy of note and remem- 
brance, as one of the finest extant traditions of a whole 
chain of Golden Deeds 
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TFE TWO FRIENDS OF SYRACUSE 
BC 380 fCIRCA) 

Most of the best and noblest of the Greeks held what 
was called the Pythagorean philosophy This was one of 
the many s> stems framed by the great men of heathenism, 
when by the feeble light of nature they weie, as St Paul 
says, “ seeking aftei God, if haply they might feel after 
Finn,’’ like men groping m the darkness Pythagoras 
lived before the time of history, and almost nothing is 
known about him, though his teaching and his name were 
never lost There is a belief that he had travelled m the 
East, and in Egypt, and as he lived about the time of the 
dispersion of the Israelites, it is possible that some of hi ? 
purest and best teaching might have been crumbs gathered 
from their fuller instruction through the Law and the 
Prophets One thing is plain, that even m dealing with 
heathenism the Dmne rule holds good, “ By their fruits 
ye shall know them Golden Deeds are only to be found 
among men whose belief is earnest and sincere, and m 
something really high and noble Where there was 
nothing worshipped but savage or impure power, and the 
very form of adoration was cruel and unclean, as among 
the Canaanites and Carthaginians, there we find no true 
self-devotion The gieat deeds of the heathen world were 
all done by early Greeks and Romans before yet the last 
gleams of purer light had faded out of their belief, and 
while their moral sense still nerved them to energy , or 
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else by such latei Greeks as had embraced the deeper and 
more earnest yearnings ot the ninds that had become a 

law unto themselves * 

The Pythagoreans uere bound together in a brother- 
hood, the members of which had rules that are now not 
understood, but which linked them so as to form a sort of 
club, with common religious observances and pirsmts of 
science, especially mathematics and music And they 
were taught to restrain their passions, especially that of 
anger, and to endure with patience all kinds of suffering, 
believing that such self-restraint bi ought them nearer to 
the gods, and that death would set them fiee from the 
prison of the bod> The souls of evil-doeis would, the> 
thought, pass into the lower and more degraded animals, 
while those of good men would be gradually purified, and 
1 ise to a higher ex stence This, though lamentably de- 
ficient, and false in some points, w^as a real religion, inas- 
much as It gave a rule of life, with a motive for striving 
for wisdom and virtue Two friends of this Pythagorean 
sect lived at Syracuse, m the end of the fourth centuiy 
befoie the Christian era Syracuse was a great Greek 
city, built in Sicily, and full of all kinds of Greek art and 
learning , but it was a place of danger in their time, foi it 
had fallen under the tyranny of a man of strange and 
capricious temper, though of great abilities, namely, Dio- 
nysius He is said to have been originally only a cleik in 
a public office, but his talents raised him to contirually 
higher situations, and at length, m a great war with the 
Carthaginians, who had many settlements in Sicily, he 
became general of the army, and then found it easy to 
establish his power over the city 

This power was not according to the laws, for Syiacuse, 
like most other cities, ought to have been governed by a 
council of magistrates , but Dionysius was an exceed 
ingly able man, and made the city much more rich and 
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powerful, he defeated the Carthaginians, and rendered 
Syracuse by far the chief city in the island, and he con- 
tnved to make every one so much afraid of him that no 
one durst attempt to overthrow his power He was a good 
scholar, and very fond of philosophy and poetry, and he 
delighted to have learned men around him, and he had 
naturally a generous spirit , but the sense that he was in 
a position that did not belong to him, and that every one 
hated him for assuming it, made him very harsh and sus- 
picious It is of him that the story is told, that he had a 
chamber hollowed in the rock near his state prison, and 
constructed with galleries to conduct sounds like an ear, 
so that he might overhear the conversation of his captives , 
and of him, too, is told that famous anecdote which has 
become a proverb, that on hearing a fnend, named 
pamocles, express a wish to be in his situation for a single 
day, he took him at his word, and Damocles found himself 
at a banquet with everythmg that could delight his senses, 
delicious food, costly wine, flowers, perfumes, music , but 
with a sword with the point almost touching his head, 
and hanging by a single horsehair » This was to show the 
condition in which a usurper lived * 

Thus Dionysius was in constant dread He had a 
wide trench round his bedroom, with a drawbridge that 
he drew up and put down with his own hands , and he 
put one barber to death for boasting that he held a razor 
to the tyrant* s throat every morning After this he made 
his young daughteis shave him , but by-and-by he would 
not trust them with a razor, and caused them to smge 
off his beard with hot nut-shells * He was said to have 
put a man named Antiphon to death for answering him, 
when he asked what was the best kind of brass, That 
of which the statues of Harmodius and Anstogeiton 
were made** These were the two Athenians who had 
killed the sons of Pisistiatus the tyrant^ so that the jest 
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was most offensive, but its boldness might have gained 
forgiveness for it One philosopher, named Philoxenus, 
he sent to a dungeon for finding fault with his poetry, but 
he afterwards composed another piece, which he thought 
so superior, that he could not be content without sending 
for this adverse cntic to hear it When he had finished 
reading it, he looked to Philoxenus for a compliment , but 
the philosopher only turned round to the guards, and said 
dryly, “ Cairy me back to prison ” This time Dionysius 
had the sense to laugh, and forgive his honesty 

All these stones may not be true , but that they should 
have been current in the ancient world shows what was 
the character of the man of whom they were told, how 
stern and terrible was his anger, and how easily it was 
incurred Among those who came under it was a Pytha- 
gorean called Pythias, who was sentenced to death, ac- 
cording to the usual fate of those who fell under his 
suspicion 

Pythias had lands and relations in Greece, and he 
entreated as a favour to be allowed to return thither and 
arrange his affairs, engaging to return within a specified 
time to suffei death The tyrant laughed his request to 
scorn Once safe out of Sicily, who would answer for his 
return^ Pythias made reply that he had a friend, who 
would become security for his return, and while Dionysius, 
the miserable man who trusted nobody, was ready to scoff 
at his simplicity, another Pythagorean, by name Damon, 
came forward, and offered to become surety for his friend, 
engaging that, if Pythias did not return according to 
promise, to suffer death in his stead 

Dionysius, much astonished, consented to let Pythias 
go, marvelling what would be the issue of the affair 
Time went on, and Pythias did not appear The Syra 
cusans watched Damon, but he showed no uneasiness 
He said he was secure of his friend’s truth and honour. 
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and that if any accident had caused the delav his 
return, he should reioice in d> mg to save the life of one 
so dear to him 

Even to the last day Damon continued serene and 
content, however it might fall out , nay, even when the 
very hour drew nigh and still no Pythias His trust was 
so perfect, that he did not even grieve at having to die for 
a faithless friend who had left him to the fate to which 
he had unvanly pledged himself It was not Pvthias’ 
own will, but the winds and waves, so he still declaied, 
When the decree v/as brought and the insti uments of death 
made ready The hour had come, and a few moments 
more would have ended Damon’s life, when Pythias duly 
presented himself, embraced his fiiend, and stood forward 
himself to receive his sentence, calm, resolute, and re- 
j Diced that he had come in time 

Even the dim hope they owned of a future state was 
enough to make these two brave men keep then word, 
and confront death for one anothei without quailing 
Dionysius looked on more struck than ev er He felt that 
neither of such men must die He reversed the sentence 
of Pythias, and calling the two to his judgment-seat, he 
entreated them to admit h ni as a third in their fiicndship 
Yet all the time he must have knov n it was a mockerv 
that he should ever be such as they were to each other — 
he who had lost the very power of trusting, and constantly 
saendeed others to secure his own life, whilst they counted 
not their lives dear to them in comparison with their truth 
CO their word, and love to one another No wonder that 
Damon and Pythias have become such a by-word that 
they seem too well known to have their stoiy told heic, 
except that a name m every one’s mouth sometimes seems 
to be mentioned by those who have forgotten or never 
heard the tale attached to it. 
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THF DEVOTION OF THE DECII 
B c 339 

The spirit of self-devotion is so beautiful and noble, that 
even when the act is performed in obedience to the dic- 
tates of a false religion, it is impossible not to be stiuck 
w ith admiration and almost reverence for the unconscious 
t)pe of the one great act that has hallowed e\ery other 
sacrifice Thus it was that Codius, the Athenian king, has 
ever since been honouied for the tradition that he gave his 
own life to secuie the safety of his people , and there is a 
touching story, with neither name nor place, o^ a heathen 
monarch who was bidden by his pnests to appease the 
supposed wrath of his gods by the sacrifice of the being 
deaiest to him His voung son had been seized on as his 
most beloved, when his wife rushed between and declared 
that her son must live, and not by his death rob her of 
her right to fall, as her husband^s dearest The priest 
looked at the father , the face that had been sternly com- 
posed before was full of uncontrolled anguish as he sprang 
forward to save the wife rather than the child That im- 
pulse was an answer, like the entreaty of the mother before 
Solomon , the priest struck the fatal blow ere the king's 
hand could withhold him, and the mother died with a Hst 
look of exceeding joy at her husband's love and her son’s 
safety Human sacrifices are of course accursed, and 
even the better sort of heathens Mewed them with horror 
but the voluntary confronting of death, e\ en at the call 
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of a distorted piesage of future atonement, required 
qualities that were perhaps the highest that could be 
exercised among those who were devoid of the light of 
truth 

In the year 339 there was a remarkable instance of such 
devotion The Romans were at war with the Latins, a 
nation dwelling to the south of them, and almost exactly re- 
sembling themselves in language, habits, government, and 
fashions of fighting Indeed the city of Rome itself was 
but an offshoot from the old Latin kingdom , and thei e w as 
not much difference between the two nations even in 
courage and perseverance The two consuls of the year 
were Titus Manlius Torquatus and Publius Deems Mus 
They were both very distinguished men Manlius was a 
patrician, or one of the high ancient nobles of Rome, and 
had in early youth fought a single combat wnth a gigantic 
Gaul, who offered himself, like Goliath, as a champion 
of his tribe , had slam him, and taken from him a gold 
torque, or collar, whence his surname Torquatus Deems 
was a plebeian , one of the free though not noble citizens 
who had votes, but only within a few years had been 
capable of being chosen to the higher offices of state, 
and who looked upon every election to the consulship 
as a victory Three years previously, when a tiibune 
in command of a legion. Deems had saved the consul, 
Cornelius Cossus, from a dangerous situation, and enabled 
him to gain a great victory, and this exploit was re- 
membered, and led to the choice of this well-expenenced 
soldier as the colleague of Manlius 

The two consuls both went out together in command of 
the forces, each having a separate army, and intending to 
act in concert They marched to the beautiful country at 
the foot of Mount Vesuvius, which was then a harmless 
mountain clothed with chestnut woods, with spaces open- 
ing between, where farms and vineyards rejoiced in the 
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sunshine and the fresh breezes of the lovely blue bay that 
lay stretched beneath Those who climbed to the summit 
might indeed find beds of ashes and the jagged edge of 
a huge basin or gulf , the houses and walls were built of 
dark-red and black material that once had flowed from 
the crater m boiling torrents but these had long since 
cooled, and so long was it since a column of smoke had 
been seen to nse from the mountain top, that it only re* 
remained as a matter of tradition that this region was one 
of mysterious fire, and that the dark cool lake Avemus, 
near the mountain skirts, was the very entrance to the 
shadowy realms beneath, that were supposed to be in- 
habited bv the spirits of the dead 

It might be that the neighbourhood of this lake, with 
the dread imaginations connected with it by pagan fancy, 
influenced even the stout hearts of the consuls , for, the 
night after they came in sight of the enemy, each dreamt 
the same dream, namely, that he beheld a mighty form of 
gigantic height and stature, who told him ‘‘that the victory 
was decreed to that army of the two whose leader should 
devote himself to the Dii Manes,” that is, to the deities 
who watched over the shades of the dead Probably these 
older Romans held the old Etruscan belief, which took 
these “gods beneath” to be winged beings, who bore 
away the departing soul, weighed its merits and dements, 
and placed it in a region of peace or of woe, according to 
its deserts This was part of the grave and earnest faith 
that gave the earlier Romans such truth and resolution , 
but latterly they so corrupted it with the Greek myths, 
that, in after times, they did not even know who the gods 
of Deems were 

At daybreak the two consuls sought one another out, and 
told their dreams , and they agreed that they would join 
their armies in one, Deems leading the right and Manlius 
the left wing , and that whichever found his troops giving 
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way, should at once rush into the enemy’s columns and 
die, to secure the victory to his colleague At the same 
time stnet commands were given that no Roman should 
come out of his rank to fight in single combat with the 
enemy , a necessary regulation, as the Latins weie so like, 
m every respect, to the Romans, that there would ha\ e 
been fatal confusion had there been any mingling together 
befoie the battle Just as this command had been given 
out, young Titus Manlius, the son of the consul, met a 
Latin leader, who called him by name and challenged him 
to fight hand to hand The youth was emulous of the 
honour his father had gamed by his combat at the same 
age with the Gaul, but forgot both the present edict and 
that his father had scrupulously asked permission before 
accepting the challenge He at once came forward, and 
after a biave conflict, slew his adversary, and taking his 
armour, presented himself at his father’s tent and laid the 
spoils at his feet 

But old Manlius turned aside sadly, and collected his 
troops to hear his address to his son “ You have tians- 
gressed,’ he said, “the disciphne which has been the support 
of the Roman people, and reduced me to the haid neces6it> 
of eitlier forgetting myself and mine, or dse the regard I 
owe to the geneial safet> Rome must not suffei by one 
fault We must expiate it ourselves A sad example shall 
we be, but a wholesome one to the Roman youth For 
me, both the natural love of a father, and that specimen 
thou hast given of thy \alour move me exceedingly , but 
since eitner the consular authonty must be established by 
thy death, or destroyed by thy impunity, I cannot think, 
if thou be a true Manlius, that thou wilt be backwaid to 
lepair the. breach thou hast made m military discipline 
by undergoing the just meed of thine offence ” He then 
placed the wreath of leaves, the reward of a victor, upon 
hia son’s head, and gave the command to the lictor to 
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bind the young man to a stake, and strike off his head 
Ihe tzoops stood lound as men stunned, no one durst 
uttei auoid, the son submitted without one complaint, 
since his death was for the good of Rome and the father, 
trusting that the doom of the Dii Manes was about to 
overtake him, beheld the brave but rash young head fall, 
then watched the corpse covered -with the trophies won 
from the Latins, and made no hindrance to the glorious 
obsequies with which the whole army honoured this un- 
timely death Strict discipline was indeed established, 
and no one again durst break his rank , but the younger 
men greatly hated Manlius for his severity, and gave nim 
no Cl edit for the agony he had concealed while giving up 
his gallant son to the well being of Rome 
A few days after, the expected battle took place, and 
after some little time the front rank of Decius’ men began 
to fall back upon the line in their rear This was the 
token he had waited for He called to Valerius, the 
chief priest of Rome, to consecrate him, and was directed 
to put on his chief robe of office, the beautiful purple 
toga pratetta^ to cover his head, and standing on his 
javelin call aloud to the “ nine gods to accept his de- 
V otion, to save the Roman legions, and strike terror into 
his enemies This done, he commanded his hetors to 
carry woid to his colleague that the sacnfice was accom- 
plished, and then girding his robe round him in the manner 
adopted in sacrificing to the gods, he mounted his white 
horse, and rushed like lightning into the thickest of the 
Latins At first they fell awray on all sides as if some 
heavenly appantion had come down on them , then, as 
some recognised him, they closed m on him, and pierced 
his breast with their weapons, but even as he fell the 
superstition that a devoted leader was sure to win the 
field, came full on then minds, they broke and fled Mean 
wdiile, the message came to Manlius, and drew from him 
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burst of tears — tears that he had not shed for his son—* 
his hope of himself meeting the doom and ending his 
sonow was gone , but none the less he nerved himself to 
complete the advantage gamed by Deems’ death Only 
one wing of the Latins had fled, the other fought long and 
bravely , and when at last it was defeated, and cut down 
on the field of battle, both conqueror and conquered 
declared that, if Manlius had been the leader of the Latins, 
they would have had the victory Manlius afterwards 
completely subdued the Latins, who became incorporated 
iMth the Romans , but bravely as he had borne up, hi^ 
health gave way under his sorrow, and before the end oi 
the year he was unable to take the field 

Forty-five years later, in the year 294, another Deems 
was consul He was the son of the first devoted Deems, 
and had shown himself worthy of his name, both as a 
citi2en and soldier His first consulate had been in con- 
junction with one of the most high-spinted and famous 
Roman nobles, Quintus Fabius, surnamed Maximus, or 
the Greatest, and at three years’ end they were again 
chosen together, when the Romans had been brought into 
considerable penl by an alliance between the Gauls and 
the Samnites, their chief enemies in Italy 

One being a patncian and the other a plebeian, there 
was every attempt made at Rome to stir up jealousies and 
dissensions between them , but both were much too noble 
and generous to be thus set one against the other , and 
when Fabius found how senous was the state of affairs 
in Etruna, he sent to Rome to entreat that Deems 
would come and act with him ‘‘With him I shall 
never want forces, nor have too many enemies to deal 
with ” 

The Gauls, since the time of Brennus, had so entirely 
settled in Northern |taiy, that it had acquired the name 
of Cisalpine Gaul, and they were as warlike as ever, while 
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better armed and trained The united armies of Gauls, 
Samnites, and their allies, together, are said to have 
amounted to 143,330 foot and 46,000 horse, and the 
Roman army consisted of four legions, 24,000 m all, with 
an unspecified number of horse The place of battle was 
at Sentmum, and here for the first time the Gauls brought 
armed chariots into use, — ^probably the wicker chariots, 
with scythes m the midst of the clumsv wooden wheels, 
which -were used by the Kelts in Britain two centunes 
later It was the first time the Romans had encountered 
these barbarous vehicles they were taken by surprise, 
the horses started, and could not be brought back to the 
chaige, and the legions were mowed down like com -where 
the furious Gaul impelled his scythe Deems shouted in 
vain, and tned to gather his men and lead them back , 
but the terror at this new mode of warfare had so mas- 
tered them, that they paid no attention to his call Then, 
half in policy, half in superstition, h^e resolved to follow 
his father in his death He called the chief pnest, Marcus 
Livius, and standing on his javelin, went through the 
same formula of self-dedication, and in like manner threw 
himself, alone and unarmed, in the midst of the enemy, 
among whom he soon fell, under many a savage stroke 
The priest, himself a gallant soldier, called to the troops 
that their victory was now secured, and thoroughly be- 
lieving him, they let him lead them back to the charge, 
and routed the Gauls , whilst Fabius so well did his part 
against the other nations, that the victory was complete,-! 
and 25,000 enemies were slam So covered was the body 
of Deems by the corpses of his enemies, that all that day 
It could not be found , but on the next it was discovered, 
and Fabius, with a full heart, pronounced the funeral ora- 
tion of the second Deems, who had willingly offered hixu- 
self to turn the tide of battle m favour of his country 
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It was the last of such acts of dedication— the Romans 
became more learned and philosophical, and perhaps 
more reasonable , and yet, mistaken as was the object, it 
seems a falling off that, 200 years later, Cicero should not 
know who weie the ‘‘nine gods ” of the Decii, and should 
regard their sacrifice as “ heroic indeed, but unworthy of 
men of understand ng ” 
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REGULUS 

B C 249 

The first ars that the Romans engaged in be3^ond the 
bounds of Italy, were with the Carthaginians This race 
came fiom Tyre and Zidon , and were descended fiom 
some of the Phoenicians, or Zidonians, who were such 
dangerous foes, or more dangerous friends, to the Israelites 
Carthage had, as some say, been first founded by some 
of the Canaanites who fled when Joshua conquered the 
Promised Land , and whether this were so or not, the in- 
habitants were in all their ways the same as the Tynans 
and Zidonians, of whom so much is said in the prophecies 
of Isaiah and Ezekiel Like them, they worshipped Baal 
and Ashtoreth, and the frightful Moloch, with foul and 
cruel rites , and, like them, they were excellent sailors 
and great mei chants, tiading wath every known country, 
and living m great riches and splendour at their grand 
city on the southern shore of the Mediterranean That 
they were a wicked and cruel race is also certain , the 
Romans used to call deceit Punic faith, that is, Phoeni- 
cian faith, and though no doubt Roman writers show 
them up in their worst colours, yet, after the tune of 
Hiram, Solomon’s ally at Tyre, it is plain from Holy 
Sciipture that their enmes were gieat 
The first dispute between Rome and Carthage was 
about their possession in the island of Sicily , and the 
war thus begun had lasted eight years, when it was re- 
solved to send an army to fight the Carthaginians on 
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their own shores The army and fleet were placed undei 
the command of the two consuls, Lucius Manlius and 
Marcus Attilus Regulus On the way, there was a great 
sea-fight with the Carthaginian fleet, and this was the first 
naval battle that the Romans ever gamed It made the 
way to Africa free , but the soldiers, who had ne\ er been so 
far from home befoie, murmured, for they expected to meet 
not onl> human enemies, but monstrous serpents, lions, 
elephants, asses wnth hoi ns, and dog-headed monsters, to 
have a scorching sun overhead, and a noisome marsh 
under their feet However, Regulus sternly put a stop to 
all murmurs, by making it known that disaffection w^ould 
be punished by death, and the army safely landed, and 
set up a fortification at Clypea, and plundered the whole 
countr> round Oideis heie came from Rome that Man- 
lius should return thither, but that Regulus should remain 
to cairy on the wai This was a great grief to him He 
was a very poor man, with nothing of his owm but a little 
farm of seven acres, and the person w^hom he had em- 
ployed to cultivate it had died m his absence , a hired 
labourer had undertaken the care of it, but had been un- 
faithful, and had run away with his tools and his cattle , 
so that he was afraid that, unless he could return quickly, 
his wife and children would starve However, the Senate 
engaged to provide for his family, and he remained, 
making expeditions into the country round, m the course 
of wdnch the Romans really did fall in with a serpent, as 
monstrous as their imagination had depicted It was 
said to be r 20 feet long, and dwelt upon the banks of the 
river Bagrada, where it used to devour the Roman sol 
diers as they went to fetch water It had such tough 
scales that they were obliged to attack it wnth their en-^ 
gmes meant for battering city walls, and only succeeded 
with much difficulty in destroying it 
The country was most beautiful, co\ered with fertile 
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corn-fields and full of rich fruit-trees, and all the rich 
Carthaginians had country-houses and gardens, \\hich 
were made delicious with fountains, trees, and flowers 
The Roman soldiers, plain, hardy, fierce, and pitiless, 
did. It must be feared, cruel damage among these peaceful 
scenes , they boasted of having sacked 300 villages, and 
mercy was not yet known to them The Carthaginian 
army, though strong in horsemen and in elephants, kept 
upon the hills and did nothing to save the countrv, and 
the wild desert tribes of Numidians came rushing m to 
plunder what the Romans had left The Carthaginians 
sent to offer terms of peace , but Regulus, who had become 
uplifted by his conquests, made such demands that the 
messengers remonstrated He answered, “ Men w^ho are 
good for anything should either conquer or submit to 
thoir betters , ” and he sent them rudely away, like a 
stern old Roman as he was His merit was that he had 
no more mercy on himself than on others 
The Carthaginians were driven to extremity, and made 
horrible offerings to Moloch, giving the little children of 
the noblest families to be dropped into the fire between 
the brazen hands of his statue, and grown-up people of 
the noblest families rushed in of their own accord, hoping 
thus to propitiate their gods, and obtain safety for their 
country Their time was not yet fully come, and a re- 
spite was granted to them They had sent, in their 
distress, to hire soldiers in Greece, and among these came 
a Spartan, named Xanthippus, w’-ho at once took the com- 
mand, and led tfii^ anny out to battle, with a long line of 
elephants ranged in front of them, and with clouds of 
horsemen hovering on the wings The Romans had 
not yet learnt the best mode of fighting with elephants, 
namely, to leave lanes m their columns where these 
huge beasts might advance harmlessly , instead of which, 
ranks were thrust and f-ampled down hy the crea- 
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tures’ bulk, and they suffered a tenible defeat , Re 
gulus biniself was seized by the horsemen, and dragged 
into Carthage, wheie the victors feasted and rejoiced 
thiough half tlie night, and testified their thanks to Moloch 
by offeiing in his fires the bravest of thtir captives 
Regulus h mself was not, however, one of these victims 
He was kept a close piisoner foi two years, pining and 
sickening in his loneliness, while in the meantime the war 
continued, and at last a victoiy so decisive was gained by 
the Romans, that the people of Carthage w^ere discouiaged, 
and resolved to ask teims of peace They thought that no 
one would be so leadilv listened to at Rome as Regulus, 
and they therefore sent him there with their envoys, having 
hist made him swear that he would come back to his 
prison if there should neither be peace nor an exchange 
of piisoners They little knew how much more a tiue- 
heaited Roman cared for his city than for himself— for 
his woid than for his life 

Worn and dejected, the captive warrior came to the 
outside of the gates of his own city, and there paused, 
refusing to enter “ I am no longer a Roman citizen,” he 
saia , “ I am but the barbanans* slave, and the Senate 
may not give audience to strangers within the walls ” 

His wife Maicia ran out to greet him, with his two sons, 
but he did not look up, and received their caresses as one 
bequeath their notice, as a mere slave, and he continued, in 
spite of all entreaty, to remain outside the city, and would 
not even go to the little farm he had loved so well 
The Roman Senate, as he would not come in to them, 
came out to hold their meeting m the Campagna 
The ambassadors spoke first, then Regulus, standing 
up, said, as one repeating a task, “ Conscript fathers, being 
a slave to the Carthaginians, I come on the part of my 
masters to treat with you concerning peace, and an ex- 
* change of prisoners ” He then turned to go away with 
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the anibassadors, as a stranger might not be present at 
the deliberations of the Senate His old friends pressed 
him to stay and give his opinion as a senator who had 
twice been consul , but he refused to degrade that dignity 
by claiming it, slave as he was But, at the command of 
his Carthaginian masters, he remained, though not taking 
his seat « 

Then he spoke He told the senators to persevere in 
the war He said he had seen the distress of Carthage, 
and that a peace would be only to her advantage, not to 
that of Rome, and therefore he strongly advised that the 
wai should continue Then, as to the exchange of prisoners, 
the Carthaginian generals, who were in the hands of the 
Romans, were m full health and strength, whilst he him- 
self was too much broken down to be fit for service again, 
and indeed he believed that his enemies had given him a 
slow poison, and that he could not live long Thus he 
insisted that no exchange of pnsoners should be made 

It was wonderful, even to Romans, to hear a man thus 
pleading against himself, and their chief priest came for- 
ward, and declared that, as his oath had been wrested 
from him by force, he was not bound by it to return to 
his captivity But Regulus was too noble to listen to this 
for a moment “ Have you resolved to dishonour me ^ ’’ 
he said am not ignorant that death and the extremest 
tortures are prepanng for me , but what are these to the 
shame of an infamous action, or the wounds of a guilty 
mind ^ Slave as I am to Carthage, I have still the spirit 
of a Roman I have sworn to return It is my duty to 
go , let the gods take care of the rest ” 

The Senate decided to follow the advice of Regulus, 
though they bitterly regretted his sacnfice His wife 
wept and entreated in vain that they would detain him , 
they could merely repeat their permission to him to 
remain , but nothing could prevail "with him to break his 
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word, and he turned back to the chains and de^th he 
expected as cahnly as if he had been returning to his 
home This was m the year B C 249 

“ Let the gods take care of the rest/’ said the Roman , 
the gods whom alone he knew, and through whom he 
Ignorantly worshipped the true God, whose Light was 
shining out even in this heathen’s truth and constancy 
How his trust was fulfilled is not known The Senate, after 
the next victory, gave two Carthaginian generals to his 
wife and sons to hold as pledges for his good treatment , 
but when tidings arrived that Regulus was dead, Mai da 
began to treat them both with savage cruelty, though one 
of them assured her that he had been careful to have her 
husband well used Horrible stones were told that Regulus 
had been put out in the sun with his eyelids cut off, rolled 
down a hill m a barrel with spikes, killed by being con- 
stantly kept awake, or else crucified Marcia seems to 
have set about, and perhaps believed m these horrors, and 
avenged them on her unhappy captives till one had died, 
and the Senate sent for her sons and severely reprimanded 
them They declared it was their mother’s doing, not 
theirs, and thenceforth were careful of the comfort of the 
remaining pnsoner 

It may thus be hoped that the frightful tale of Regulus’ 
sufferings was but formed by report acting on the fancy 
of a vindictive woman, and that Regulus was permitted 
to die in peace of the disease brought on far more pro- 
bably by the climate and imprisonment, than by the 
poison to which he ascribed it It is not the tortures he 
may have endured that make him one of the noblest 
characters of histoiy, but the resolution that would neither 
let him save himself at the nsk of his country’s piospenty, 
nor forfeit the word that he had pledged 
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THE BRAVE BRETHREN OF JUDAH 
BC iSo 

It was about iBo years before the Christian era Tb<- 
Jews had long since come home fiom Babylon, and built 
up their city and Temple at Jerusalem But they weie not 
lice as they had been before Their country belonged to 
some gieatei power, they had a foieign governor over 
them, and had to pay tiibute to the king w^ho was then 
master 

At the time we are going to speak of, this king w^as 
Antiochus Epiphanes, King of Syria He was descended 
from one of those geneials who, upon the death of 
Alexander the Great, had shared the East between them, 
and he reigned over all the country from the Mediterra- 
nean Sea even into Persia and the borders of India He 
spoke Greek, and believed in both the Greek and Roman 
gods, for he had spent some time at Rome m his 
youth , but in his Eastern kingdom he had learnt all the 
&elf-i ndulge nt and \iolent habit s to w^hich people in those 
hot countries are especially tempted 

He was so fierce and passionate, that he w’-as often 
called the “ Madman, and he was veiy ciuel to all wd o 
offended him One of his greatest desires was, that the 
Jews should leave their tn’c faith m one God, and do like 
the Greeks and Syrians, his other subjects, worship the 
same idols, and hold drunken feasts m their honour Sad 
to say, a great many of the Jews had giown ashamed of 
their own true religion and the strict wa>s of their law, 
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and thought them old-fashioned They joined m the 
Gicek sports, played games i aked m the theatre, joined 
in notous processions, carrying ivy m honour of Bacchus, 
the god of wine, and offered incense to the idols , and the 
worst of all these was the false high-priest, Menelaus, who 
led the King Antiochus into the Temple itself, even into 
the Holy of Holies, and told him ail that would most 
desecrate it and gneve the Jews So a little altar to the 
Roman god Jupiter was set up on the tpp of the great 
biazen altar of burnt-offerings, a hog was offered up, and 
broth of Its flesh sprinkled everywhere m the Temple , 
tnen ail the precious vessels were seized, the shewbiead 
table of gold, the candlesticks, and the whole treasury, and 
carried away by the king , the walls were thrown down, 
and the place made desolate 
Some Jews were still faithful to then God, but they 
were hoiribly punished and tortured to death before the 
eyes of the king , and when at last he went away to his 
own country, taking with him the wicked high-piiest 
Menelaus, he left behind him a governor and an army of 
soldiers stationed in the tower of Acra, which overlooked 
the Temple-hill, and sent for an old man from Athens to 
teach the people the heathen rites and ceremonies Any 
person who observed the Sabbath-day, or any other ordi- 
nance of the law of Moses, was put to death in a most 
cruel manner , all the books of the Old Testament Scrip- 
ture that could be found were either burnt or defiled, by 
having pictures of Greek gods painted upon them , and 
the heathen priests went from place to place, with a little 
brazen altar and image and a guard of soldiers, who were 
to kill every person who refused to burn incense before the 
idol It was the very saddest time that the Jews had 
ever known, and there seemed to be no help near or far 
off , they could have no hope, except in the promises that 
God would never fail His people, or forsake His inherit- 
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ance, and in the piophecies that bad times should come, 
but good ones after them 

The Greeks, in going through the towns to enforce the 
idol worship, came to a little city called Modin, somewhere 
on the hills on the coast of the Mediteiianean Sea, not far 
fiom Joppa Theie the> sent out, as Usual, orders to all 
the men of the town to meet them in the market-place , 
but they were told befoiehand, that the chief peison in 
the place was an old man named Mattathias, of a piiestly 
funily, and so much respected, that all the othei inhabit- 
ants of the place w^eie sure to do w^hatever he might lead 
tnem in So the Greeks sent foi him first of all, and he 
came at their summons, a grand and noble old man, 
followed by his five sons, Johanan, Simon, Judas, Jona- 
than, and Eleazai The Greek priest tried to talk him 
over He told him that the high-pnest had forsaken the 
Jewish superstition, that the Temple was in rums, and that 
resistance was in vain , and exhorted him to obtain grati 
tude and honour fot himself, by leading his countiy^'men 
m thus adonng the deities of the king’s choice, promising 
him rewards and ti ensures if he would comply 

But the old man spoke out wuth a loud and fearless 
voice “ Though all the nations that are under the king’s 
dominion obey him, and fall away every one from the 
religion of their fathers, and give consent to his command- 
ments , yet will I and my sons and my brethren walk m 
the covenant of our fathers God forbid that we should 
forsake the law and the ordinances * We will not hearken 
to the king’s words, to go from our rehgion, either on the 
light hand or the left ’ ” 

As he spoke, up came an apostate Jew to do sacnfice at 
the heathen altar Mattathias trembled at the sight, and 
his zeal broke forth He slew the offender, and his brave 
sons gathering round him, they attacked the Syrian 
soldiers, killed the commissioner, and threw down the 
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altar Then, as they knew that they could not there 
hold out against the king^s power, Mattathias proclaimed 
through the city “ Whosoever is zealous of the law, and 
maintameth the covenant, let him follow me With that, 
he and his five sons, with their families, left their houses 
and lands, and drove their cattle with them up into the 
wild hills and caves, where David had once made his 
home , and all the Jews who wished to be still faithful, 
gathered round them, to worship God and keep His 
commandments 

There they were, a handful of biave men m the moun- 
tains, and all the heathen world and apostate Jews against 
them They used to come down into the \ illages, remind 
the people of the law, promise their help, and throw down 
any idol altais that they found, and the enemy never were 
able to follow them into their rocky strongholds But the 
old Mattathias could not long bear the rude wild life in 
the cold mountains, and he soon died Fust lie called ail 
his five sons, and bade them to be zealous for the law, 
and give their lives for the covenant of their fathers , 
and he reminded them of all the many brave men wdio 
had before served God, and been aided in their extremit} 
Ke appointed his son Judas, as the strongest and 
mightiest, to lead his brethren to battle, and Simon, as the 
wisest, to be their counsellor , then he blessed them and 
died , and his sons were able to bury him m the tomb of 
his fathers at Modin 

Judas was one of the bravest men who ever lived , 
never dreading the numbers that came against him He 
was surnamed Maccabeus, which some people say meant 
the hammerer , but otheis think it was made up of the first 
« earned on his banner, which meant 
Who is like unto Thee, among the gods, O Lord Alto- 
gether he had about six thousand men round him when the 
Gieek governor, ApdJaniuf, eame out to %ht with him, 
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Tlie Jews gained here their first great victor}, and Judas 
killed Apollonius, took his sword and fought all his other 
battles with it Next came a captain called Seion, who 
went out to the hills to lay hold of the bold rebels that dared 
to rise against the King of Syria The place wheie Judas 
met him was one to make the Jews’ hearts leap with hope 
and trust It was on the steep stony broken hill-side of 
Beth-horon, the very place where Joshua had conquered tiie 
five kings of the Amorites, m the first battle on the coming 
in of the children of Israel to Palestine Theie w^as the 
rugged path wheie Joshua had stood and called out to the 
sun to stand still m Gibeon, and the moon in the valley of 
Ajalon Miracles w^ere over, and Judas looked for no 
w onder to help him , but when he came up the mountain 
load from Joppa, his heart was full of the same trust as 
Joshua’s, and he won another great victory 

By this time King Antiochus began to think the nsmg 
of the Jew’-s a senous matter, but he could not come 
himself against them, because his provinces m Armema 
and Persia had refused their tribute, and he had to go in 
person to reduce them He appointed, however, a 
governor, named Lysias, to chastise the Jews, giving him 
an army of 40,000 foot and 7,000 horse Half of these 
Lysias sent on before him, with two captains, named 
Nicanor and Gorgias, thinking that these would be more 
than enough to hunt dowm and crush the little handful 
that were lurking in the hills And with^them came a 
great number of slave merchants, who had bargained with 
Nicanor that they should have ninety Jews for one talent, 
to sell to the Greeks and Romans, by whom Jewnsh slaves 
were much esteemed 

There was great terror in Palestme at these tidings, and 
many of the weaker minded fell away from Judas , but he 
called ail the faithful together at Mizpeh, the same place 
where, 1,000 years before, Samuel had collected the Israel- 
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ites, and, after prayer and fasting, had sent them forth to 
free their countiy from the Philistines Shiloh, the sanc- 
tuary, w as then lying desolate, just as J erusalem now lay m 
rums , and yet better times had come But ver> mournful 
was that fast day at Mizpeh, as the Jews looked along the 
hill-side to their own holy mountain ci owned by no white 
marble and gold Temple flashing back the sunbeams, but 
only with the tall castle of their enemies towering over the 
precipice They could not sacrifice, because a saciihce 
could only be made at Jerusalem, and the only book of 
the Scnptures that they had to read f’-om was painted 
over with the hateful idol figuies of the Gieeks And the 
huge army of enemies was ever coming nearei • The whole 
assembly wept, and put on sackcloth and prayed aloud foi 
help, and then there was a loud sounding of trumpets, and 
Judas stood forth before them And he made the old pro 
clamation that Moses had long ago decieed, that no one 
should go out to battle who was building a house, or planting 
a vineyard, or had just betrothed a wife, or who was fearful 
and famt-heaited All these were to go home again Judas 
had 6,000 followers when he made this pioclamation He 
had only 3,000 at the end of the day, and they were but 
poorly armed He told them of the foimer aid that had 
come to their fathers in extremity, and made them bold with 
his noble words Then he gave them for their watchword 
“the help of God,” and divided the leadership of the 
band between himself and his brothers, appointing Eleazar, 
the youngest, to read the Holy Book 

With these vahant men Judas set up his camp , but 
tidings were soon brought him that Gorgias, with 5,000 foot 
and 1,000 horse, had left the mam body to fall on his little 
camp by night He therefore secretly left the place in 
the twilight , so that when the enemy attacked his camp, 
they found it deserted, and supposing them to be hid in 
the mountains, proceeded thither in pursuit of them 
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But in the earl> moining Judas and his 3,000 men we^-e 
all in battle array in tjie plains, and marching full upon 
the enemy’s camp with t^irumpet sound, took them by 
suipnse in the absence of Gorgias and his choice tioops, 
and utterly defeated and put them to flight, but without 
pursuing them, since the tight with Goigias and his 5,000 
might be >et to come Even as Judas was lemmdmg hxs 
men of this, Gorgias’s tioops were seen looking down 
from the mountains wheie they had been wandering all 
night , but seeing then own camp all smoke and flame, 
they turned and fled away Nine thousand of the in- 
vaders had been slam, and the whole camp, full of arms 
and treasures, w^s m the hands of Judas, who there rested 
for a Sabbath of glad thanksgiving, and the next day 
paited the spoil, fiist putting out the share for the widows 
and oiphans and the wounded, and then dividing the rest 
among his warriors As to the slave merchants, they 
were all made prisoners, and instead of giving a talent for 
ninety Jews, were sold themselves 
The next year Lysias came himself, but was dnven 
back and defeated at Bethshur, four or five miles south of 
Bethlehem And now came the saddest, yet the greatest, 
day of Judases life, when he ventured to go back into the 
holy city and take possession of the Temple again The 
strong tower of Acra, which stood on a ndge of Mount 
Moiiah looking down on the Temple rock, was stiU 
held by the Synans, and he had no means of taking it , 
but he and his men loved the sanctuary too well to keep 
away from ifr, and again they marched up the steps and 
slopes that led up the holy hill They went up to find 
the wails broken, the gates burnt, the cloisters and pnests’ 
chambers pulled dowm, and the courts thickly grown with 
grass and shiubs, the altar of their one true God with the 
false idol Jupiter’s altar in the middle of it These war- 
nors, who had turned three armies to flight, could not 
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bear the sight They fell down on their faces, thiew oust 
on their heads, and wept aloud for the desolation of their 
holy place But in the midst Judas caused the trumpets 
to sound an alarm They were to do something besides 
grie\ing The bravest of them were set to keep watch 
and ward against the Synans in the tower, while he chose 
out the most faithful priests to cleanse out the sanctuar>, 
and renew all that could be renewed, making new holy 
\essels from the spoil taken in Nicanor’s camp, and setting 
the stones of the profaned altar apart while a new one 
was raised On the third anniversary of the great piofa- 
nation, the Temple was newly dedicated, with songs and 
hymns of rejoicing, and a festnal day was appointed, 
which has been observed by the Jews ever since The 
Temple rock and city w^eie again fortified so as to be 
able to hold out against their enemies, and this year and 
the next were the most piosperous of the life of the loyal- 
heaited Maccabee 

The gieat enemy of the Jews, Antiochus Epiphanes, 
was m the meantime dying in great agony in Peisia, and 
his son Antiochus Eupator was set on the throne by 
Lysias, who brought him with an enonnous army to 
reduce the rising in Judea The fight was again at Beth- 
shur, where Judas had built a strong fort on a point ot 
rock that guarded the road to Hebron Lysias tried lo 
take this fort, and Judas came to the rescue with his little 
armv, to meet the far mightier Synan force, which was 
made more terrific by possessing thirty war elephants 
imported from the Indian frontier Each of these crea- 
tures carried a tower containing thirty-two men armed 
with darts and javelins, and an Indian driver on his 
neck, and they had i,ooo foot and 500 horse attached to 
the special following of the beast, who, gentle as he was 
hy nature^ often produced a fearftd effect on the enemy, 
not $0 much by his huge bulk as by the terror he 
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inspired among men, and far more among horses The 
whole host was spread over the mountains, and in the 
valleys, so that it is said that their bright armour and gold 
and silver shields made the mountain glisten like lamps 
of hre 

Still Judas pressed on to the attack, and his brother 
Eleazar, perceiving that one of the elephants was more 
adorned than the rest, thought it might be carr3ang the 
king, and devoted himself for his country He fought his 
way to the monster, crept under it, and stabbed it from 
beneath, so that the mighty weight sank down on him and 
crushed him to death in his fall He gamed a perpetual 
name for valour and self-devotion, but the king was not 
upon the elephant, and after a hard-fought battle, Judas 
was obliged to draw off and leave Bethshur to be taken 
by the enemy, and to shut himself up m Jerusalem 

There, want of pr^sions had brought him to great 
distress, when tidings came that another son of Antiochus 
Epiphanes had claimed the throne, and Lysias made 
peace in haste with Judas, promising him full liberty of 
worship, and left Palestine in peafee 

This did not, however, last long Lysias and his young 
master were slam by the new king, Demetrius, who again 
sent an army for the subjection of Judas, and further 
appointed a high-pnest, named Alcimus, of the faimly of 
Aaron, but inclined to favour the new heathen fashions 

This was the most fatal thing that had happened to 
Judas Though of the priestly Ime, he w^as so much of a 
warrior, that he seems t6 have thought it would be profane 
to offer sacrifice himself, and many of the Jews were so 
glad of another high-priest, that they let Alcimus into the 
Temple, and Jerusalem was again lost to Judas One more 
battle was won by him at Beth-horon, and Ihen finding how 
hard it was to make head against the Syrians, he sent to 
ask the aid of the great Roman power But long before 

a 
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the answer could come, a huge Syrian anny had marched 
m on the Holy Land, 20,000 men, and Judas had again no 
more than 3,000 Some had gone over to Alcimus, some 
were offended at his seeking Roman alliance, and wh^n 
at Eleasah he came in sight of the host, his men s he^s 
failed more than ever they had done befoie, and, out of 
the 3 000 at first collected, only 800 stood with him, and 

they Uuld fain have persuaded him to retreat 

“God foibid that I should do this thing,” he said, and 
flee away from them If our time be come, let us die nian- 
fufly for our brethren, and let us not stain our honoui 

Sore was the battle, as sore as that waged by the 8c^ at 
Thermopyte, and the end was the same Judas and his 
800 were not dnven from the field, but lay dead upon it 
But their work was done What is called the moral effect 
of such a defeat goes further than many a yictory Those 
i ves, sold so dearly, were the pnce of freedom for Judea 

Tudas’s brothers Jonathan and Bmon laid him in his 
father’s tomb, and then ended the work that he had 
begun, and yihen Simon died, the Jews, once so trodden 
on, were the most prosperous race m the The 

Temple was raised from its rums, and the exploits of 
Mac^bees had nerved the whole people to do or die m 
defence of the holy faith of their fathers 
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THE CHIEF OF THE ARVERNI 
B C 52 

We have seen the Gauls in the heart of Rome, we have 
now to see them showing the last courage of despair, 
defending their native lands against the gieatest of all 
the conquerors that Rome ever sent forth 
These lands, where they had dwelt for so many years 
as justly to regard them as their inhentance, were Gaul 
There the Celtic lia-d their abode ever since 

history has spoken IKarly, and had become, in Gaul 
especially, slightly more civilized, from intercourse with 
the Greek colony at Massilia, or Marseilles But they had 
become borderers upon the Roman dominions, and there 
was little chance that they would not be absorbed , the 
tubes of Provence, the first Roman province, were already 
conquered, others were in alliance with Rome, and some 
had called in the Romans to help them fight their battles 
There is no occasion to describe the seven years^ war by 
which Julius Cassar added Gaul to the provinces claimed 
by Rome, and when he visited Bntain, such conquests 
ar€ far from being Golden Deeds, but are far worthier of 
the iron age It is the stand made by the losing party, 
and the true patnotism of one young chieftain, that we 
would wish here to dwell upon 
In the sixth year of the war the conquest seemed to 
have been made, and the Roman legions were guarding 
the north and west, while Csesar himself had crossed the 
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Alps Subjection pressed heavily on the Gauls, some of 
their chiefs had been put to death, and the high spmt of 
the nation was stirred Meetings took place between the 
waniors of the various tubes, and an oath was taken by 
those who inhabited the centre of the country, that if they 
once revolted, they would stand by one another to the last 
These Gauls were probably not tall, bony giants, like the 
pillagers of Rome , their appeal ance and character would 
be more like that of the modern Welsh, or of then own 
French descendants, small, alert and dark-eyed, full of fire, 
but, though fierce at the first onset, soon rebuffed, yet with 
much perseverance in the long run Their worship was 
conducted by Druids, like that of the Britons, and then 
dress was of checked material, formed into a loose coat 
and wide tiousers The supenor chiefs, w^ho had had any 
dealings with Rome, would speak a little Latin, and have 
a few Roman weapons as great improvements upon their 
own Their fortifications were wonderfully strong Trunks 
of trees were laid on the ground at two feet apart, so that 
the depth of the wall was their full length Over these 
another tier of beams was laid crosswise, and the space 
between was filled up with earth, and the outside faced 
with large stones , the building of earth and stone was 
earned up to some height, then came another tier of 
timbers, crossed as before, and this was repeated again 
to a considerable height, the inner ends of the beams 
being fastened to a planking within the wall, so that the 
whole was of immense compactness Fire could not 
damage the mineral part of the construction, nor the 
batteiing ram hurt the wood, and the Romans had been 
often placed in gieat difficulties by these rude but ad- 
mirable constructions, wjthm which the Gauls placed their 
families and cattle, building huts for present shelter Of 
late, some attempts had been made a1! copying the regular 
stieets and houses built round courts that were in use 
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among tne Romans, and Roman colonies had been esta- 
blished in various places, where veteran soldieis had 
receded grants of land on condition of keeping the 
natives in check. A growing taste for arts and civiliza- 
tion was leading to Romans of inferior classes settling 
themselves in other Gallic cities 
The first rising of the Gauls began by a quarrel at the 
city we now call Orleans, ending in a massacre of all the 
Romans there The tidings were spread through all the 
country by loud shouts, repeated from one to the other by 
men stationed on every hill, and thus, what had been done 
at Orleans at sunnse was known by nine at night i6o 
miles off among the mountains, which were then the 
homes of a tribe called by the Romans the Arvemi, who 
have left their name to the province of Auvergne 
Here dwelt a young chieftain, probably really called 
Fearcuincedongh, or J^fan who is chief of a hundred 
heads, known to us ^ Caesar’s version of his name, as 
Vercingetonx, a high-spinted youth, who keenly felt the 
servitude of his country, and who, on receivmg these 
tidings, instantly called on his fnends to endeavour to 
shake off the yoke His uncle, who feared to provoke 
Roman vengeance, expelled him from tlie chief city, 
Gergovia, ^the remains of which may be traced on the 
mountain still called Gergoie, about six miles from Cler- 
mont , but he collected all the younger and more high- 
spirited men, forced a way into the city, and was pro- 
claimed chief of his tribe All the neighbounng tribes 
joined in the league against the common enemy, and# 
tidings were brought to Caesar that the whole country 
round the Loire was in a state of revolt* 

In the heart of winter he humed back, and took the 
Gauls by surprise by crossing the snows that lay thick on 
the wild waste of the Cebenna, which the Arvemi had 
always considered as their impenetrable barrier through- 
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out the winter The towns quickly fell into his hands, 
and he was rapidly recovering all he had lost, when 
Vercmgetorix, collecting his chief supporters, represented 
to them that their best hope would be in burning all the 
inhabited places themselves and dimng off all the cattle, 
then lying in wait to cut off all the convoys of provisions 
that should be sent to the enemy, and thus starving them 
into a retreat He said that burning houses weie indeed 
a grievous sight, but it would be still more grievous to see 
their wives and children dragged into captivity To this 
all the aUies agreed, and twenty towns in one distnct were 
burnt m a single day , but when they came to the city of 
Avancum, now called Bourges, the tribe of Bituiiges, to 
whom It belonged, entreated on their knees not to be 
obliged to destroy the most beautiful city m the country, 
representing that, as it had a river on one side, and a 
morass everywhere else, except at a very narrow entrance^ 
It might be easily held out against the enemy, and to their 
entreaties Vercmgetorix yielded, though much against his 
own judgment 

Caesar laid siege to the place, but his army suffered 
severely from cold and hunger , they had no bread at all, 
and lived only on the cattle dnven m from distant villages, 
while Vercmgetorix hovered lound, cutting off their sup- 
plies They however laboured diligently to raise a mount 
against the wall of the town , but as fast as they worked, 
the higher did the Gauls within raise the stages of their 
rampart, and for tvv’’enty-fiv e da> s there was a most brave 
defence , but at last the Romans made their entrance, and 
slaughtered all they found there, except 800, who escaped 
to the camp of Vercmgetonx He was not disconcerted 
by this loss, which he had always expected, but sheltered 
and clothed the fugitives, and raised a great body of 
archers and of horsemen, with whom he returned to his 
own terntoiy in Auvergne There was much fighting 
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around the city of Gergovia , but at length, owing to the 
revolt of the j^dm, another Gallic tube, Cassar was forced 
to retreat over the Loire , and the wild peaks of volcanic 
Auvergne were free again 

But no gallant resolution could long prevail against the 
ever-advancing power of Rome, and at length the Gauls 
were driven into their fortified camp at Alesia, now called 
Alise,^ a city standing on a high hill, with two rivers flow- 
ing round its base, and a plain in front about three miles 
wide Everywhere else it was circled m by high hills, and 
here Csesar resolved to shut these brave men in and bnng 
them to bay He caused his men to begin that mighty 
s>stem of earthworks by which the Romans earned on 
their attacks, compassing their victim round on every side 
with a deadly slowness and sureness, by those broad 
ditches and terraced ramparts that everywhere mark 
where their foot of iron has trod Eleven miles round 
did this huge rampart extend, strengthened by three-and- 
twenty redoubts, or places of defence, wdiere a watch was 
continually kept Before the lines were complete, Ver- 
emgetonx brought out his cavalry, and gave battle, at one 
time with a hope of success , but the enemy were too 
strong for him, and his horsemen were dnven into the 
camp He then resolved to send home all of these, since 
they could be of no use m the camp, and had better escape 
before the ditch should have shut them in on every side He 
charged them to go to their several tribes and endeavour 
to assemble all the fighting men to come to his rescue, for, 
if he were not speedily succoured, he and 80,000 of the 
bravest of the Gauls must fall into the hands of the 
Romans, since he had only com for thirty days, even 
With the utmost saving 

Having thus exhorted them, he took leave of them, and 
sent them away at nine at night, so that they might escape 
1 In Burgundy, between Semur and Dijon 
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in the dark where the Roman trench had not yet extended 
Then he distributed the cattle among his men, but re- 
tained the corn himself, serving it out with the utmost 
caution I he Romans outside fortified their camp w ith a 
double ditch, one of them full of water, behind which was 
a bank twelve feet high, with stakes forked like the horns 
of a stag The space between the ditches was filled with 
pits, and scattered with iron caltrops or hooked spikes 
All this was against the garrison, to prevent them from 
breaking out , and outside the camp he made another line 
of ditches and ramparts against the Gauls who might be 
coming to the rescue 

The other tribes were not deaf to the summons of their 
friends, but assembled in large numbers, and just as the 
besieged had exhausted their provisions, an army was 
seen on the hills beyond the camp Their commander 
was Vergosillaunus (most probably Fearsaighan, the Man 
of the Standard), a near kinsman of Vercmgetorix , and 
all that bravery could do, they did to break through the 
defences of the camp from outside, while wnthin, Vercinge- 
tonx and his 80,000 tned to fill up the ditches, and force 
their way out to meet their friends But Csesar himself 
commanded the Romans, who were confident m his 
fortunes, and raised a shout of ecstasy wherever they 
beheld his thin, marked, eagle face and purple robe, 
rushing on the enemy with a confidence of victory that 
did m fact render them mvincible The Gauls gave 
way, lost seventy-four of their standards, and Vergosil- 
launus himself was taken prisoner , and as for the brave 
garrison within Alesia, they were but like so many flies 
struggling in vain within the enormous web that had 
been woven around them Hope was gone, but the chief 
of the Arverni could yet do one thing for his countrymen 

he could offer up himself in order to obtain better 
terms for them 
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The next day he convened his companions in arms, 
and told them that he had only fought for the freedom of 
their country, not to secure his private interest , and that 
now, since yield they must, he freely offered himself to 
oecome a victim for their safety, whether they should 
judge It best for themselves to appease the anger of the 
conqueror by putting him to death themselves, or whether 
they preferred giving him up alive 

It was a piteous necessity to have to sacrifice their 
noblest and bravest, who had led them so gallantly during 
the long war , but they had little choice, and could only 
send messengers to the camp to offer to yield Vercmge- 
torix as the pnce of their safety Caesar made it known 
that he was willing to accept their submission, and 
drawing up his troops in battle array, with the Eagle 
standards around him, he watched the whole Gallic army 
march past him First, Vercingetonx was placed as a 
prisoner in his hands, and then each man laid down 
sword, javelin, or bow and arrows, helmet, buckler and 
breastplate, in one mournful heap, and proceeded on his 
way, scarcely thankful that the generosity of their chief- 
tain had purchased for them subjection rather than 
death 

Vercingetonx himself had become the property of the 
great man from whom alone we know of his deeds , who 
could percei\ e his generous spint and high qualities as a 
general, nay, who honoured the self-devotion by which he 
endeavoured to save hxs countrymen He remained in 
captivity — SIX long years sped by — while Caesar passed 
the Rubicon, fought out his struggle for power at Rome, 
and subdued Egjqit, Pontus and Northern Afnca— and 
all the time the brave Gaul remained closely watched and 
guarded, and with no hope of seeing the jagged peaks 
and wild valleys of his own beautiful Auvergne For well 
did he, hke every other marked foe of Rome, know for 
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wliat he was leserved, and no doubt he yielded himself m 
the full expectation of that fate which many a man, as 
brave as he, had escaped by self-destruction 

The day came at last In July, B C 45, the victorious 
Csesar had leisure to celebrate his victories in four grand 
triumphs, all in one month, and that in honour of the con- 
quest of Gaul came the first The triumphal gate of Rome 
was thrown wide open, every house was decked with 
hangings of silk and tapestry, the household images of 
e\ ery family, dressed with fresh fiowers, were placed in 
their porches, those of the gods stood on the steps of the 
temples, and in marched the procession, the magistrates 
first in their robes of office, and then the trumpeters 
Next came the tokens of the victory— figures of the sup- 
posed gods of the two great rivers, Rhine and Rlione, and 
even of the captive Ocean, made in gold, weie earned 
along, with pictures framed m citron wood, showing the 
scenes of the victory — the wild waste of the Cevennes, 
the steep peaks of Auvergne, the mighty camp of Alesia , 
nay, there too would be the white cliffs of Dover, and the 
struggle with the Britons on the beach Models in wood 
and ivory showed the fortifications of Avaricum, and of 
many another city , and here too were earned specimens 
of the olives and vines, and other curious plants of the 
newly won land , here was the breastplate of Bntish 
pearls that Csesar dedicated to Venus A band of flute- 
players followed, and then came the white oxen that were 
to be sacnficed, their horns gilded and flowers hung round 
them, the saenfiemg pnests with wreathed heads marching 
with them Specimens of bears and wolves from the 
woods and mountains came next m order, and after them 
waved for the last time the national ensigns of the many 
tnbes of Gaul Once more Verangetoiix and Vergosih 
launus saw their own Arvemian standard, and marched 
behind it with the nobles*- of their clan , once more they 
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wore their native dress and well-tried armoui But 
chains were on their hands and feet, and the men who 
had fought so long and well for fieedom, were the captive 
gazing-stock of Rome Long, long was the line of chained 
Gauls of every tribe, before the four white horses ap- 
peared, all abreast, drawing the gilded car, in which 
stood a slight form in a purple robe, with the bald 
head and narrow temples encircled with a wreath of 
bay, the thin cheeks tinted with vermilion, the eager 
aquiline face and nariow lips gravely composed to Roman 
dignity, and the quick e>e searching out what impression 
the display was making on the people 0\ er his head 
a slave held a golden crown, but whispered, “Remem- 
ber that thou too art a man ” And m following that old 
custom, how little did the victor know that, bay-crowned 
like himself, there followed close behind, m one of the 
chanots of the officers, the man whose dagger-thrust 
would, two years later, be answered by his dying word of 
reproach ^ The horsemen of the army followed, and then 
the legions, every spear wreathed, every head crowned 
with bay, so that an evergreen grove might have seemed 
marching through the Roman streets, but for the war 
songs, and the ■wild jests, and nbald ballads that custom 
allow^ed the soldiers to shout out, often in pretended 
mockery of their own victorious general, the Imperator 
The victor climbed the Capitol steps, and laid his wreath 
of bay on Jupitef s knees, the white oxen were sacnficed, 
and the feast began by torchlight Where was the van- 
quished ^ He was led to the darkpnson vault m the side 
of the Capitoline hill, and there one sharp sword-thrust 
ended the gallant hfe and long captivity 

It was no special cruelty m Julius Csesar Every 
Roman tnumph was staine<J by the slaughter of the most 
distinguished captives, after the degradation of walking 
in chain|^ had been undergone He had spirit to appre- 
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ciate Vercmgetonx, but had not nobleness to spare him 
from the ordinary fate Yet we may doubt which, in 
true moral greatness, was the superior m that hour of 
tnumph, the conqueror who trod down all that he might 
minister to his own glory, or the conquered, who, when 
no resistance had availed, had voluntarily confronted 
shame and death in hopes to win paidon and safety for 
his comrades 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


93 


WITHSTANDING THE MONARCH IN HIS 
WRATH 

AD 389 

When a monarch’s power is unchecked by his people, 
there is only One to whom he believes himself account- 
able , and if he have forgotten the dagger of Damocles, 
or if he be too high spirited to regard it, then that Higher 
One alone can restrain his actions And there have been 
times when princes have so broken the bounds of right, 
that no hope remains of recalling them to their duty save 
by the voice of the ministers of God upon Earth But as 
these ministers bear no charmed life, and are subjects 
themselves of the prince, such rebukes have been given at 
the utmost risk of liberty and life 
Thus It was that though Nathan, unharmed, showed 
David his sin, and Elijah, the wondrous prophet of Gilead, 
was protected from Jezebel’s fury, when he denounced her 
and her husband Ahab for the idolatry of Baal and the 
murder of Naboth , yet no Divine hand interposed to 
shield Zachanah, the son of Jehoiada, the high-pnest, when 
he rebuked the apostasy of his cousin, Jehoash, King of 
Judah, and was stoned to death by the ungrateful king’s 
command in that very temple court where Jehoiada and 
his armed Levites had encountered the savage usurping 
Athaliah, and won back the kingdom for the child Jehoash 
And when “ in the spirit and power of Elijah/’ St John the 
Baptist denounced the sin of Heiod Antipas in marrying 
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his brother Philip’s wife, he bore the consequences to 
the utmost, when thrown into prison and then beheaded 
to gratify the rage of the vindictive woman 

Smce Scnptme Saints in the age of miracles were not 
always shielded from the wrath of kings, Christian bishops 
could expect no special interposition in their favour, 
when they stood forth to stop the way of the sovereign’s 
passions, and to proclaim that the cause of mercy, purity, 
and truth is the cause of God 
The first of these Christian bishops was Ambrose, the 
sainted prelate of Milan It was indeed a Christian 
Emperor whom he opposed, no other than the great 
Theodosius, but it was a new and unheard of thing for 
any voice to rebuke an Empeior of Rome, and Theodosius 
had proved himself a man of violent passions 
The fourth centuiy was a time when races and all sorts 
of shows were the fashion, nay, literally the rage , for 
furious quarrels used to arise among the spectators who 
took the part of one or other of the competitors, and 
would call themselves after their colours, the Blues oi the 
Greens A favounte chanot dnver, who had excelled m 
these races at Thessalonica, was thrown into pnson for 
some misdemeanour by Bothenc, the Governor of Illyria, 
and his absence so enraged the Thessalonican mob, that 
they rose m tumult, and demanded his restoration On 
being refused, they threw such a hail of stones that the 
governor himself and some of his officers were slain 
Theodosius might well be displeased, but his rage 
passed all bounds He was at Milan at the time, and at 
first Ambrose so worked on his feelings as to make him 
promise to temper justice with mercy, but afterwaids 
fresh accounts of the murder, together with the represen- 
tations of his courtier Rufinus, made him resolve not to 
relent, and he sent off messengers commanding that there 
should be a general slaughter of all the race-going Thes 
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salonicans, since all were equally guilty of Botheric’s 
death He took care tnat his horrible command should 
be kept a secret from Ambrose, and the first that the 
Bishop heard of it was the tidings that 7,000 persons had 
been killed in the theatre, in a massacie lasting three 
hours • 

There was no saving these lives, but Ambrose felt it his 
duty to make the Emperor feel his sin, in hopes of saving 
others Besides, it was not consistent with the honour of 
God to receive at his altar a man reeking with innocent 
blood The Bishop however took time to consider , he 
went into the country for a few days, and thence wnrote a 
letter to the Emperor, telling him that thus stained with 
cnme, he could not be admitted to the Holy Communion, 
nor received into church Still the Emperor does not 
seem to have believed he could be really withstood by 
any subject, and on Ambrose’s return, he found the 
imperial procession, lictors, guards and all, escorting the 
Emperor as usual to the Basilica or Justice Hall, that had 
been turned into a church 

Then to the door came the Bishop and stood in the w^ay, 
forbidding the entrance, and announcing that there at 
least, sacrilege should not be added to murder 

‘^Nay,” said the Emperor, "did not holy King David 
commit both murder and adultery, yet was not he received 
again?” 

"If you have sinned like him, repent like him,” answered 
Ambrose, 

Theodosius turned away, troubled He was great 
enough not to turn his anger against the Bishop , he felt 
that he had sinned, and that the chastisement was merited, 
and he went back to his palace weeping, and there spent 
eight months, attending to his duties of state, but too 
proud to go through the tokens of penitence that the 
discipline of the church had prescribed before a great 



A BOOK OF 


96 

sinner could be recei\ed back into the congregation of the 
faithful Easter was the usual time for reconciling peni- 
tents, and Ambrose was not inclined to show any respect 
of persons, or to excuse the Emperor from a penance he 
would have imposed on any offender However, Rufinus 
could not believe in such disregard, and thought all would 
give way to the Emperor’s will Christmas had come, but 
for one man at Milan there were no hymns, no shouts of 
“ glad tidings * ” no midnight festival, no rejoicing that 
“ to us a Child is bom , to us a Son is given ” The 
Basilica was thronged with worshippers and rang with 
their Amens, resounding like thunder, and their echoing 
song — the Te Deum — then their newest hymn of praise 
But the lord of all those multitudes was alone in his 
palace He had not shown good will to man , he had not 
learnt mercy and peace from the Pnnce of Peace , and 
the door was shut upon him He was a resolute Spanish 
Roman, a well tried soldier, a man advancmg m years, 
but he wept, and wept bitterly Rufinus found him thus 
weeping It must have been strange to the courtier that 
his master did not send his lictors to carry the offending 
bishop to a dungeon, and give all his court favour to the 
heretics, like the last empress who had reigned at Milan 
Nay, he might even, hke Julian the Apostate, have alto- 
gether renounced that Chnstian faith which could humble 
an emperor below the poorest of his subjects 
But Rufinus contented himself with urging the Emperor 
not to remain at home lamenting, but to endeavour again 
to obtain admission mto the church, assuring him that 
the Bishop would give way Theodosius replied that he 
did not expect it, but yielded to the persuasions, and 
Rufinus hastened on before to warn the Bishop of his 
coming, and repiesented how inexpedient it was to offend 
him. 

I warn you,” replied Ambrose, that I shall oppose 
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his entrance, but if he chooses to tuin his power into 
tyianny, I shall willingly let him slay me” 

The Emperor did not try to enter the church, but 
sought Ambrose in an adjoining building, where he 
entreated to be absolved from his sin 

Beware,” returned the Bishop, of trampling on the 
Jaws of God ” 

respect them,” said the Emperor, “therefoie I have 
not set foot in the church, but I pray thee to deliver me 
from these bonds, and not to close against me the door 
that the Lord hath opened to all who truly repent ” 
“Wliat repentance have you shown for such a sin?” 
asked Ambiose 

“ A.ppoint my penance,” said the Emperor, entirely 
subdued 

And Ambrose caused him at once to sign a decree 
that thirty days should always elapse between a sentence 
of death and its execution After this, Theodosius was 
allowed to come into the church, but only to the corner he 
had shunned all these eight months, till the “ dull hard 
stone within him ” had “ melted,” to the spot appointed for 
the penitents There, without his crown, his purple robe, 
and buskins, worked with golden eagles, all laid aside, he 
lay prostrate on the stones, repeating the verse, “ My soul 
cleaveth unto the dust , quicken me, O Lord, according to 
thy word” This was the place that penitents always 
occupied, and there fasts and other discipline were also 
appointed When the due course had been gone through, 
probably at the next Easter, Ambrose, in his Master^s 
name, pronounced the forgiveness of Theodosius, and 
received him back to the full privileges of a Chnstian 
When we look at the course of many another emperor, 
and see how easily, where the power was irresponsible, 
justice became seventy, and seventy, bloodthirstiness, we 
see what Ambrose dared to meet, and from what he spared 

H 
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Theodosius and all the civilized world under his sway 
Who can tell how many innocent lives have been saved 
by that thirty days’ respite 

Pass over nearly 700 years, and again we find a church 
door barred against a monarch This time it is not under 
the bright Italian sky, but under the grey fogs of the 
Baltic sea It is not the stately marble gateway of the 
Milanese Basilica, but the low arched, rough stone portal 
of the newly built cathedral of Roskilde, in Zealand, 
where, if a zig-zag surrounds the arch, it is a great effoit 
of genius The Danish king Swend, the nephew of the 
well-known Knut, stands before it , a stern and powerful 
man, fierce and passionate, and with many a Danish so ^ 
at his command Nay, only lately for a few rude jests, he 
caused some of his chief jaris to be slam without a trial 
Half the country is still pagan, and though the king 
himself IS baptized there is no certainty that, if the Chris- 
tian faith do not suit his taste, he may not join the heathen 
party and return to the worship of Thor and Tyr, where 
deeds of blood would be not blameworthy, but a passport 
to the rude joys of Valhall Nevertheless there is a 
pastoral staff across the doorway, barring the way of the 
king, and that staff is held against him by an English- 
man, William, Bishop of Roskilde, the missionary who 
had conveited a gieat part of Zealand, but who will not 
accept Chiistians who have not laid aside their sms 

He confionts the king who has never been opposed 
before ^‘Go back,” he says, ‘^nor dare approach the 
altar of God — thou who art not a king but a murderer ” 

Some of the jarls seized their swords and axes, and 
were about to stnke the bishop away from the threshold, 
but he, Without removing his staff, bent his head, and 
bade them strike, sa) ing he was ready to die m the cause 
of God But the king came to a better frame of mind, 
he called the jarls away, and returning humbly to his 
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palace, took off his royal robes, and came again bai e-foot 
and in sack-cloth to the church door, where Sishop William 
met him, took him by the hand, gave him the kiss of 
peace, and led him to the penitents’ place After three 
days he was absolved, and for the rest of his life, the 
bishop and the king lived in the closest friendship, so 
much so that William always prayed that even m death 
he might not be divided from his friend The prayer was 
granted The two died almost at the same time, and 
were buried together m the cathedral at Roskilde, inhere 
the one had taught and the other learnt the great lesson 
of mercy 
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THE LAST FIGHT IN THE COLISEUM 
A D 404 

As the Romans grew prouder and more fond of pleasure, 
no one could hope to please them who did not give them 
sports and entertainments When any person wished to 
be elected to any pubhc office, it was a matter of course 
that he should compliment his fellow-citizens by exhibi- 
tions of the kind they loved, and when the common 
people were discontented, their cry was that they wanted 
pattern ac Ctrcenses, “ bread and sports,” the only things 
they cared for In most places where there has been a 
large Roman colony, remains can be seen of the amphi- 
theatres, where the citizens were wont to assemble for 
these diversions Sometimes these are stages of circular 
gallenes of seats hewn out of the hill-side, where rows of 
spectators might sit one above the other, all looking down 
on a broad, flat space in the centre, under their feet, 
where the representations took place Sometimes, when 
the country was flat, or it was easier to build than to 
excavate, the amphitheatre was raised above ground, 
rising up to a considerable height 
The grandest and most renowned of all these amphi- 
theatres is the Colisasum at Rome It was built by Ves- 
pasian and his son Titus, the conquerors of Jerusalem, m 
a valley in the midst of the seven hills of Rome The 
captive Jews were forced to labour at it , and the materials, 
granite outside, and softer travertine stone within, are so 
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solid and so admirably built, that still at the end of 
eighteen centunes it has scarcely even become a rum, but 
remains one of the greatest wonders of Rome ^ 
Five acres of ground were enclosed within the oval of 
Its outer wall, which outside nses perpendicularly m tiers 
of arches one above the other Within, the gaUenes of 
seats projected forwards, each tier coming out far beyond 
the one above it, so that between the lowest and the outei 
wall there was room for a gieat space of chambers, pas- 
sages, and vaults around the central space, called the 
arena, from the arena^ or sand, with which it was strewn 
When the Roman Emperors grew very vain and luxu- 
rious, they used to have this sand made ornamental with 
metallic filings, vermilion, and even powdered precious 
stones , but it was thought better taste to use the scrapings 
of a soft white stone, which, when thickly strewn, made 
the whole arena look as if covered with untrodden snow 
Aiound the border of this space flowed a stream of fresh 
water Then came a straight wall, nsing to a consider- 
able height, and surmounted by a broad platform, on 
which stood a throne for the Emperor, curule chairs of 
ivory and gold for the chief magistiates and senatois, and 
seats for the vestal virgins Next above were galienes for 
the equestrian order, the great mass of those w ho considered 
themselves as of gentle station, though not of the highest 
lank , farther up, and therefore farther back, were the 
galleries belonging to the freemen of Rome , and these 
were again surmounted by another plain wall w ith a plat 
form at the top, where were places for the ladies, who 
were not (except the vestal virgins) allowed to look 
on nearer, because of the unclothed state of some of 
the performers in the arena Between the ladies’ boxes, 
benches were squeezed m where the lowest people could 
seat themselves , and some of these likewise found room 
in the two uppermost tiers of porticoes, w^here sailors, 
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mecliatiics, and persons in the service of the Colisaeum 
had their post Altogether, when full, this huge building 
held no less than 87,000 spectators It had no roof, but 
when there was rain, or if the sun was too hot, the 
sailors m the porticos unfurled awnings that ran along 
upon ropes, and formed a covenng of silk and gold tissue 
over the whole Purple was the favounte colour for 
this veiamen^ or veil , because, when the sun shone 
through It, It cast such beautiful losy tints on the snowy 
arena and the white purple-edged togas of the Roman 
citizens 

Long days were spent from morning till evening upon 
those galleries The multitude who poured in eaily would 
watch the great dignitaries arnve and take their seats, 
greeting them either with shouts of applause or hootmgs 
of dislike, according as they were favountes or otherwise , 
and when the Emperor came m to take his place under 
his canopy, there was one loud acclamation, Joy to thee, 
master of all, first of all, happiest of all Victory to thee 
for ever 

When the Emperor had seated himself and given the 
signal, the sports began Sometimes a rope-dancing 
elephant would begin the entertainment, by mounting 
even to the summit of the building and descending by a 
cord Then a bear, dressed up as a Roman mati on, would 
be earned along m a chair between porters, as ladies were 
wont to go abroad, and another bear, in a lawyers robe, 
would stand on his hind legs and go through the motions 
of pleading a cause Or a hon came forth with a jewelled 
crown on his head, a diamond necklace round his neck, 
his mane plaited with gold, and his claws gilded, and 
played a hundred pretty gentle antics with a little hare 
that danced fearlessly within his grasp Then in would 
come twelve elephants, six males in the toga, six females 
with the veil and pallium , they took their places on 
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couches around an ivory table, dined with great decorum, 
playfully spi inkling a little rose-water over the nearest 
spectators, and then received more guests of their own 
unwieldy kind, who ai lived in ball dresses, scattered 
flowers, and performed a dance 
Sometimes water was let into the arena, a ship sailed 
in, and falling to pieces in the midst, sent a crowd of 
stiange animals swimming m all diiections Sometimes 
the ground opened, and trees came gi owing up thiough it, 
bearing golden fiuit Or the beautiful old tale of Oipheus 
was acted these trees would follow the harp and song of 
the musician , but — to make the whole part complete — it 
was no mere play, but real earnest, that the Orpheus of 
the piece fell a prey to live bears 
For the Colisaeum had not been built for such harmless 
spectacles as those fiist descnbed The fierce Romans 
wanted to be excited and feel themselves strongly stiired , 
and, presently, the doors of the pits and dens round the 
arena were thrown open, and absolutely savage beasts 
were let loose upon one another — rhinoceroses and tigers, 
bulls and lions, leopards and wild boars— while the people 
watched with savage curiosity to see the various kinds of 
attack and defence , or, if the animals were cowed or 
sullen, their rage would be worked up — red would be 
shown to bulls, white to boars, red-hot goads would be 
diiven into some, whips would be lashed at otheis, till the 
work of slaughter was fairly commenced, and gazed on 
with greedy eyes, and ears dehghted, instead of horror- 
struck, by the roars and howls of the noble creatures 
w'hose courage was thus misused Sometimes, indeed, 
when some especially strong or ferocious animal had slam 
a whole heap of victims, the cnes of the people would 
decree that it should be turned loose m its native forest, 
and, amid shouts of A tnumph *— a triumph « " the beast 
would prowl round the arena, upon the cai cases of the 
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slain victims Almost incredible numbers of animals were 
imported for these cruel sports, and the governors of 
distant pro\ inces made it a duty to collect troops of lions, 
elephants, ostiiches, leopards— the fiercer or the newer the 
creature the better— to be thus tortured to frenzy, to make 
sport in the amphitheatie However, there was daintiness 
joined with cruelty the Romans did not like the smell of 
blood, though they enjoyed the sight of it, and all the 
solid stonework was pierced with tubes, thiough which 
was conducted the steam of spices and saffron, boiled 
in wine, that the perfume might overpower the scent of 
slaughter helow 

Wild beasts teai mg each other to pieces might, one 
would think, satisfy any taste for horror , but the spec- 
tators needed e\en nobler game to be set before their 
favounte monsters — men were brought forward to confront 
them Some of these were, at first, m full armour, and 
fought hard, generally with success , and there was a re- 
volving machine, something like a squinel’s cage, in which 
the bear was always chmbmg after his enemy, and then 
rolling over by his own weight Or hunters came, almost 
unarmed, and gaming the victory by swiftness and dex- 
tenty, throwing a piece of cloth over a lion's head, or dis- 
concerting him by putting their fist down his throat 
But It was not only skill, but death, that the Romans 
loved to see, and condemned criminals and deserter*? 
were reserved to feast the lions, and to entertain the 
populace with their vanous kinds of death Among these 
condemned was many a Christian martyr, who witnessed 
a good confession before the savage-eyed multitude around 
the arena, and «met the lion's gory mane” with a calm 
resolution and hopeful joy that the lookers-on could 
not understand To see a Christian die, with upward 
gaze and h>mms of joy on his tongue, was the most 
stiangc and unaccountable sight the Colisnsum couki 
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offer, and it was therefore the choicest, and reserved for 
the last of the spectacles m which the brute creation had 
a part 

The carcases were dragged off with hooks, the blood- 
stained sand was covered with a fresh clean layei, the 
perfume wafted m stronger clouds, and a procession 
came forward — tall, well-made men, in the piime of their 
strength Some earned a sword and a lasso, others a 
trident and a net , some were in hght armour, others in 
the full heavy equipment of a soldier , some on horseback, 
some in chariots, some on foot They maiched in, and 
made their obeisance to the Emperor , and with one voice 
their greeting sounded through the building, Ave, Ccesar^ 
monturi te sahitant f Hail, Cassar, those about to die 
salute thee ’ ’’ 

They were the gladiatois — the swordsmen trained to 
fight to the death to amuse the populace They were 
usually slaves placed m schools of arms under the care 
of a master, but sometimes persons would voluntarily 
hire themselves out to fight by way of a profession and 
both these, and such slave-gladiators as did not die in the 
arena, would sometimes retiie, and spend an old age of 
quiet , but there was little hope of this, for the Romans 
were not apt to have mercy on the fallen 

Fights of all sorts took place — the light-armed soldier 
and the netsman — the lasso and the javelin — the two 
heavy-armed warnois — all combinations of single com- 
bat, and sometimes a general mtUe When a gladiator 
wounded his advcrsaiy, he shouted to the spectators, 
Hoc habet ^ He has it * ^ and looked up to know 
whether he should kill or spare If the people held up 
their thumbs, the conquered was left to recover, if he 
could , if they turned them down, he was to die and if 
he showed any reluctance to present his throat for the 
death-blow, theie was a scornful shout, Recipe fe^rum ' 
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* Receive the steel ’ ” Many of us must have seen casts 
of that most touching statue of the wounded man, that 
called forth the noble lines of indignant pity which, 
though so often repeated, cannot be passed over here — 

see before me the Gladiator lie , 

He leans upon his hand — his manly biow 
Consents to death, but conquers agoin 
And his droop’d head sinks gradualiv low, 

And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow 
From the red gash, fall heavy one b\ one, 

Like the first of a thunder shovv ei , a'^d now 
The arena swims around him — ^lie is L,one 
Lre ceased the inhuman shout which hailed the wietch vvho won 

He heard it, but he heeded not — ^Ins eves 
Weie v-ith his heart, and that was far away 
He reck’d not of the life he lost, nor pi ize, 

But where his rude hut by the Da lube lay, 

There were his young barbarians all at play. 

There was their Dacian mothei — he then sire, 

Butchei’d to make a Roman hohdi\ 

All this rush’d with his blood — Shall he e\piie, 

And unavenged 2 Anse ye Goths and glut your ire ” 

Sacred vestals, tender mothers, fat, good humoured 
senators, all thought it fair play, and weie equally pitiless 
m the strange frenzy for exciting scenes to which they gave 
themselves up, when they mounted the stone stairs of the 
Colisseum Pnvileged persons w^ould even descend into 
the arena, examine the death agonies, and taste the blood 
of some specially brave victim ere the corpse was diawn 
forth at the death-gate, that the frightful game might con- 
tinue undisturbed and unencumbeied Gladiator shows 
w ere the great passion of Rome, and popular favour could 
hardly be gamed except by ministering to it Even when 
the barbarians were beginning to close in on the Empire, 
hosts of brave men were still kept foi this slavish mimic 
waifare — sport to the beholders, but sad earnest to the 
actois 
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Chnstiamty worked its way upwards, and at last was 
professed by the Emperor on his throne Persecution 
came to an end, and no more martyrs fed the beasts m 
the Colisseum The Chnstian emperors endeavoured to 
prevent any more shows where cruelty and death formed 
the chief interest and no truly leligious person could 
endure the spectacle, but custom and love of excitement 
prevailed even against the Emperor Mere tucks of 
beasts, horse and chariot races, 01 bloodless contests, 
were tame and dull, according to the diseased taste of 
Rome , It was thought weak and sentimental to object to 
looking on at a death-scene , the Emperors were generail> 
absent at Constantinople, and no one could get elected to 
any office unless he treated the citizens to such a show as 
they best liked, with a httle bloodshed and death to stir 
their feelings , and thus it went on for full a bundled 
years after Rome had, in name, become a Chiistian city, 
and the same customs prevailed wherever there was an 
amphitheatre and pleasure-loving people 
Meantime the enemies of Rome were coming nearer and 
nearer, and Alaiic, the great chief of the Goths, led his 
forces into Italy, and threatened the city itself Honorius, 
the Emperor, was a cowaidly, almost idiotical, boy , but 
his brave general, Stihcho, assembled his forces, met the 
Goths at Pollentia (about twenty-five nules from where 
Turin now stands), and gave them a complete defeat on 
the Easter-day of the year 403 He pursued them into 
tie mountains, and for that time saved Rome In the 
joy of the victory the Roman senate invited the con- 
queror and his ward Hononus to enter the city in 
triumph, at the opening of the new year, with the white 
steeds, purple robes, and vermilion cheeks with which, 
of old, victorious generals were welcomed at Rome The 
chuiches were visited instead of the Temple of Jupiter, 
and tlicre was no murder of the captives , but Roman 
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bloodthirstiness was not yet allayed, and, after all tiie 
procession had been completed, the Colisssum showi: 
commenced, innocently at first, with races on foot, on 
horseback, and in chariots , then followed a grand hunting 
of beasts turned loose m the arena , and next a sword- 
dance But after the sword-dance came the arraying of 
swordsmen, with no blunted weapons, but with shaip 
spears and swords — a gladiator combat in full earnest 
The people, enchanted, applauded with shouts of ecstasy 
this gratification of their savage tastes Suddenly, how- 
ever, there was an interruption A rude, roughly robed 
man, bareheaded and barefooted, had sprung into the 
arena, and, signing back tlie gladiatois, began to call 
aloud upon the people to cease from the shedding of 
innocent blood, and not to requite God’s meicy m turning 
away the sword of the enemy by encouraging murdei 
Shouts, howls, cries, broke in upon his words , this w^as 
no place for preachings — the old customs of Rome should 
be observed — Back, old man ’ ” — On, gladiators ’ ” 
The gladiators thrust aside the meddler, and rushed to 
the attack He still stood between, holding them apai t, 
stimng in vain to be heard ^‘Sedition’ sedition — 
“ Down with him ^ ” — was the cry , and the man m autho- 
rity, Alypius, the praefect, himself added his voice The 
gladiators, enraged at interference with their vocation 
cut him down Stones, or whatever came to hand, rained 
down upon him from the funous people, and he perished 
m the midst of the arena > He lay dead, and then came 
the feeling of what had been done 
His dress showed that he w as one of the hermits who 
vowed themselves to a holy life of prayer and self-denial, 
and who were greatly reverenced, even by the most thought- 
less The few who had previously seen him, told that he 
had come from the v ilds of Asia on pilgrimage, to visit 
the shrines and keep his Christmas at Rome — they knew 
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he was a holy man — no more, and it is not even certain 
whether his name was Alymachus or Telemachus His 
spirit had been stirred by the sight of thousands flocking 
to see men slaughter one another, and in his simple-hearted 
zeal he had resolved to stop the cruelty or die He had 
died, but not in vain His work was done The shock of 
such a death before their eyes turned the hearts of the 
people, they saw the wickedness and cruelty to which they 
had blindly surrendered themselves , and from the day when 
the hermit died in the Colisasum there was never another 
fight of gladiators Not merely at Rome, but in ever> 
province of the Empire, the custom was utterly abolished , 
and one habitual cnme at least was wiped from the earth 
by the self-devotion of one humble, obscure, almost 
nameless man 
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THE SHEPHERD GIRL OF NANTERRE 
AD 438 

Four bundled years of the Roman dominion had entirely 
tamed the once wild and independent Gauls Every- 
where, except m the moorlands of Brittany, they had 
become as much like Romans themselves as they could 
accomplish , they had Latin names, spoke the Latin 
tongue, all then personages of higher rank were enrolled 
as Roman citizens, their chief cities were colonies where 
the laws were administered by magistrates in the Roman 
fashion, and the houses, dress, and amusements were the 
same as those of Italy The greater part of the towns 
had been converted to Chnstianity, though some Paganism 
still lurked in the more remote villages and mountainous 
districts 

It was upon these cmhzed Gauls that the terrible 
attacks came from the wild nations who poured out of the 
centre and east of Europe * The Franks came over the 
Rhme and its dependent nvers, and made furious attacks 
upon the" peaceful plains, where the Gauls had long lived 
in security, mnd reports were everywhere heard of villagjp? 
hained by wild horsemen, witli short double-headed 
battle-axes, and a homble short pike, covered with iron 
and with several large hooks, like a gigantic artificial 
minnow, and like it fastened to a long rope, so that the 
prey which it had grappled might be pulled up to the 
owner Walled cities usually stopped them, but every 
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farm or villa outside was stripped of its valuables, set on 
hie, the cattle driven off, and the moie healthy inhabitants 
seized for slaves 

It was during this state oflhmgs that a girl was born 
to a wealthy peasant at the village now called Nanterre, 
about two miles from Lutetia, which was already a pros- 
perous city, though not as yet so entirely the capital as it 
was destined to become under the name of Pans She 
was clmstened by an old Gallic name, probably Gwen 
irewij or White Stream, in Latin Genovefa, but she is 
best known by the late French form of Genevieve 
When she was about seven years old, two celebrated 
bishops passed through the village, Germaniis, of Auxerre 
and Lupus, of Troyes, who had been invited to Britain to 
dispute the false doctrine of Pelagius All the inhabi- 
tants flocked into the church to see them, pra> witn 
them, and receive their blessing, and here the sweet 
childish devotion of Genevieve so struck Germanus, that 
he called her to him, talked to her, made her sit beside 
him at the feast, ga\e her his especial blessing, and pre- 
sented her with a copper medal with a cross engraven 
upon It Fiom that time the little maiden always deemed 
herself especially consecrated to the service of Heaven 
but she still remained at home, daily keeping her father’s 
sheep, and spinning their wool ^s she sat under the trees 
watching them, but always with a heart full of prayer 

After this St Germanus proceeded to Britain, and there 
encouraged his converts to meet the heathen Piets at 
Mnes Garmon, in Flintshire, where the exulting shout of 
the white^-robed catechumens turned to flight the wild 
superstitious savages of the north — and the Hallelujah 
victory was gained without a drop of bloodshed He 
never lost sight of Genevieve, the little maid whom he 
had so early distinguished for her piety 

After she lost her parents she went to live with her god- 
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mother^ and continued the same simple habits, leading a 
life of sincere devotion and strict self-denial, constant 
prayer and much charity to her poorer neighbours 

In the year 451 the whole of Gaul was m the most 
dreadful state of terror at the advance of Attila, the 
savage chief of the Huns, who came from the banks of the 
Danube with a host of savages of hideous features, scarred 
and disfigured to render them more frightful The old 
enemies, the Goths and the J ranks, seemed like friends 
compared wuth these formidable beings, whose cruelties 
were said to be intolerable, and of whom every ex- 
aggerated story was told that could add to the horrors of 
the miserable people who lay in their path Tidings came 
that this “ Scourge of God,” as Attila called himself, had 
passed the Rhine, destioyed Tongres and Metz, and was 
m full march for Pans The whole country was in the 
utmost terror Every one seized their most valuable pos- 
sessions, and would have fled , but Genevieve placed 
herself on the only bridge across the Seme, and argued 
with them, assuring them, in a strain that was afterwards 
thought of as prophetic, that, if the^ would pray, repent, 
and defend instead of abandoning their homes, God would 
protect them They were at first almost ready to stone 
her for thus withstanding their panic, but just then a priest 
arrived from Auxerre, with a present for Genevieve from 
St Germanus, and they were thus reminded of the high 
estimation m which he held her , they became ashamed of 
their violence, and she led them back to pray and to arm 
themselves In a few days they heard that Attila had 
paused to beseige Orleans, and that Actms, the Roman 
general, hurrying from Italy, had united his troops with 
those of the Goths and Franks, and given Attila so terri- 
ble a defeat at Chalons that the Huns were fairly driven 
out of Gaul And here it must be mentioned that when 
the next year, 452, Attila with his murderous host, came 
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down into Italy, and after horrible devastation of all the 
northern provinces, came to the gates of Rome No one 
dared to meet him but one venerable Bishop, Leo, the 
Pope, who, when his flock were in transports of despair, 
went forth only accompanied by one magistrate to meet 
the invader, and endeavour to turn his wrath aside The 
savage Huns were struck with awe by the fearless majesty 
of the unarmed old man They conducted him safely to 
Attila, who listened to him with respect, and promised not 
to lead his people into Rome, provided a tribute should 
be paid to him He then retreated, and, to the joy of all 
Europe, died on his way back to Ins native dominions 
But with the Huns the danger and suffenng of Europe 
did not end The happy state described in the Prophets 
as “ dwelling safely, with none to make them afraid,” was 
utterly unknown in Europe throughout the long break-up 
of the Roman Empire , and in a few more years the 
Franks were overrunning the banks of the Seme, and 
actually venturing to lay siege to the Roman walls of 
Pans Itself The fortifications were strong enough, but 
hunger began to do the work of the besiegers, and the 
garrison, unwarlike and untrained, began to despair But 
Genevieve^s courage and trust never failed , and feding no 
warriors wilhng to run the nsk of going beyond the walls 
to obtain food for the women and children whcr were 
perishing around them, this brave shepherdess embarked 
alone in a little boat, and guiding it down the stream, 
landed beyond the Frankish camp, and repairing to the 
different Gallic cities, she implored them to send succour 
to their famished brethren She obtained complete suc- 
cess Probstbly the Franks had no means of obstructing 
the passage of the nver, so that a convoy of boats could 
easily penetrate into the town, and at any rate they 
looked upon Genevieve as something sacred and inspired 
whom they durst not touch, probably as one of the 
I 
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battle-maids m whom their own myths taught them to 
believe One account indeed sa> s that, instead of going 
alone to obtain help, Gene\ leve placed herself at the head 
of a forage party, and that the mere sight of her inspired 
bearing caused them to be allowed to enter and return in 
safety , but the boat version seems the more probable, since 
a single boat on the broad river would more easily elude 
the enemy than a troop of Gauls pass through then army 
But a city where all the \alour resided in one woman 
could not long hold out, and in another inroad, when 
Genevieve was absent, Pans was actually seized by the 
Franks Their leader, Hilperik, was absolutely afraid of 
what the mysteriously brave maiden might do to him, and 
commanded the gates of the city to be carefully guarded 
lest she should enter , but Gene\ icve learnt that some of 
the chief citizens were imprisoned, and that Hilpenk in- 
tended their death, and nothing could withhold her from 
making an effort in their behalf The Franks had made 
up their minds to settle, and not to destroy They were not 
burning and slaying mdiscnmmatei> , but while despising 
the Romans, as they caUed the Gauls, for their cowardice, 
they were in awe of their superior civilization and know- 
ledge of arts The country people had free access to 
the city, and Genevieve in her homely gown and veil 
passed by Hilperik’s guards without being suspected of 
being moie than any ordinary Gaulish village maid , 
and thus she fearlessly made her way, even to the old 
Roman halls, where the long-haired Hilpenk was holding 
his wild carousal Would that we Imew more of that 
interview — one of the most striking that ever took place * 
We can only picture to ourselves the Roman tesselated 
pavement bestrewn with wine, bones, and fragments of 
the barbarous reveliy There were untamed Franks, 
their sunburnt hair tied up m a knot at the top of their 
heads, and falling dowm like a horse’s tail, their faces 
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close shaven, except two huge moustaches, and dressed in 
tight leather garments, with swords at their wide belts 
Some slept, some feasted, some greased their long locks, 
some shouted out their favounte war songs around the 
table, which was covered with the spoils of Churches, and 
at their head sat the wild, long-haired chieftain, who was 
a few years later driven away by his own followers for his 
excesses, — the whole scene was all that was abhorrent to 
a pure, devout, and faithful nature, most full of terror to 
a woman Yet there, m her strength, stood the peasant 
maiden, her heart full of trust and pity, her looks full 
of the power that is given by fearlessness of them that 
can kill the body What she said we do not know — we 
only know that the barbaious Hilperik was overawed , he 
trembled before the expostulations of the brave woman, 
and granted all she asked — ^the safety of his prisoners, and 
mercy to the terrified inhabitants No wonder that the 
people of Fans have ever since looked back to Genevii^ve 
as their protectress, and that in after ages she has grown 
to be the patron saint of the city 

Shelved to see the son of Hilperik, Chlodweh, or, as he 
was more commonly called, Clovis, marry a Christian 
wife, Clotilda, and after a time become a Christian She 
saw the foundation of the Cathedral of N6tre Dame, 
and of the two famous Churches of St Denys and of 
St Martin of Tours, and gave her full share to the first 
efforts for bringing the rude and bloodthirsty conquerors 
to some knowledge of Christian faith, mercy, and purity 
After a life of constant prayer and chanty she died, three 
months after King Clovis, m the year 513, the 89th of her 
age^ 

1 Perhaps the exploits of the Maid of Orleans w^ere the most 
like those of Genevieve, but they are not here added to our col 
lection of ** Golden Deeds,” because the Maid^s belief that she 
was directly inspired remo\ es them from the ordinary class Alas ’ 
the English did not treat her as Hxlpenk treated Genevihve. 
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LEO THE SLAVE 
AD 533 

The Fraiiks Lad fully gained possession of all the north 
of Gaul, except Brittany Chlodweh had made them 
Christians in name, but they still remained horribly 
savage — and the life of the Gauls under them was 
wretched The Burgundians and Visigoths who had peo- 
pled the southern and eastern provinces were far from 
being equally violent They had entered on their settle- 
ments on friendly terms, and even shewed considerable 
respect for the Roman-Galiic senators, magistrates, and 
higher clergy, who all remained unmolested m their 
dignities and nches Thus it was that Gregory, Bishop 
of Langres, was a man of high rank and consideration in 
the Burundian kingdom, whence the Chnstian Queen 
Clotilda had come^ and even after the Burgundians had 
been subdued by the four sons of Chlodweh, he continued 
a rich and prosperous man 

After one of the many quarrels and reconciliations 
between these fierce brethren, there was an exchange of 
hostages for the observance of the terms of the treaty 
These were not taken from among the Franks, who were too 
proud to submit to captivity, but from among the Gaulish 
nobles, a much more convenient arrangement to the 
Frankish kings, who cared for the life of a Roman in- 
finitely less than ev^n for the life of a Frank Thus 
many young men of senatonal families were exchanged 
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between the domains of Theodnk to the south, and of 
Hildebert to the northward, and quartered among Frankish 
chiefs, with whom at first they had nothing more to en- 
dure than the discomfort of living as guests with such 
rude and coarse barbanans But ere long fresh quarrels 
broke out between Theodnk and Hildebert, and the un- 
fortunate hostages were at once turned into slaves Some 
of them ran away if they were near the frontier, but 
Bishop Gregory was in the utmost anxiety about his 
young nephew Attains, who had been last heard of as 
being placed under the charge of a Frank who lived be- 
tween Treves and Metz The Bishop sent emissaries to 
make secret inquiries, and they brought word that the un- 
fortunate youth had indeed been reduced to slavery, and 
was made to keep his master’s herds of horses Upon 
this the uncle again sent off his messengers with presents 
for the ransom of Attains, but the Frank rejected them, 
saying, One of such high race can only be redeemed for 
ten pounds weight of gold ” 

This was beyond the Bishop’s means, and while he was 
considenng how to raise the sum, the slaves were all 
lamenting for their young lord, to whom they were much 
attached, till one of them, named Leo, the cook to the house- 
hold, came to the Bishop, saying to him, "If thou wilt give 
me leave to go, I will deliver him from captivity ” The 
Bishop replied that he gave free permission, and the slave 
set off for Treves, and there watched anxiously for an op- 
portunity of gaming access to Attains , but though the poor 
young man — no longer daintily dressed, bathed, and per- 
fumed, but ragged and squalid— might be seen following 
his herds of horses, he was too well watched for any com- 
munication to be held with him Then Leo went to a per- 
son, probably of Gallic birth, and said, “ Come with me to 
this barbarian’s house, and there seE me for a slave Thou 
shalt have the money, I only ask thee to help me thus far ” 
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Both repaired to the Frank’s abode, the chief among a 
confused collection of clay and timber huts intended for 
shelter during eating and sleeping The Frank looked at 
the slave, and asked him what he could do 
“ I can dress whatever is eaten at lordly tables,” replied 
Leo “ I am afraid of no rival, I only tell thee the tiuth 
when I say that if thou wouldst give a feast to the king, 
I could send it up m the neatest manner ” 

“ Ha ’ ’ said the barbarian, ‘ the Sun’s day is coming— 
I shall invite my kinsmen and friends Cook me such a 
dinner as may amaze them, and make them say, ‘We saw 
nothing better in the king’s house ’ ” 

“ Let me have plenty of poultry, and I will do according 
to riy master’s bidding,” returned Leo 
Accordingly, he was pui chased for twehe gold pieces, 
and on the Sunday (as Bishop Gregory of Tours, who 
tells the story, explains that the barbaiians called the 
Lord’s day) he produced a banquet aftei the most ap- 
proved Roman fashion, much to the surprise and delight 
of the Franks, who had ne-ver tasted such delicacies be- 
fore, and complimented their host upon them all the even- 
ing Leo gradually became a great favourite, and was 
placed in authority over the other slaves, to whom he 
gave out their daily portions of broth and meat , but from 
the first he had not shown any recognition of Attains, and 
had signed to him that they must be strangers to one 
another A whole year had passed away in -this manner, 
when one day Leo wandered, as if for pastime, into the 
plain where Attains was watching the horses, and sitting 
down on the ground at some paces off, and with his back 
towards his young master, so that they might not be seen 
talking together, he said, “ This is the time for thoughts of 
home ^ When thou hast led the horses to the stable to- 
night, sleep not Be ready at the first call ^ ” 

That day the Frank lord was entertaining a large 
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number of guests, among them his daughter’s husband, a 
jovial young man, given to jesting On going to rest he 
fancied he should be thirsty at night, and called Leo to 
set a pitcher of hydromel by his bed-side As the slave 
wab setting It down, the Frank’’ looked slyly from under 
his eyelids, and said in joke, “Tell me, my father-im 
law’s trusty man, wilt not thou some night take one of 
these horses, and run away to thine own home ? ” 

“ Please God, it is what I mean to do this \ery night,” 
answeied the Gaul, so undauntedly that the Frank took it 
as a jest, and answered, “ I shall look out then that thou 
dost not carry off anything of mine,” and then Leo left 
him, both laughing 

All were soon asleep, and the cook crept out to the 
stable, wheie Attains usually slept among the horses He 
was broad awake now, and ready to saddle the two swift- 
est , but he had no weapon except a small laikc, so Leo 
boldly went back to his master’s sleeping hut, and took 
down his sword and shield, but not without awaking him 
enough to ask who was moving “ It is I — Leo,” was the 
answer, “ I have been to call Attalus to take out the horses 
early He sleeps as hard as a drunkard” The Frank 
went to bleep again, quite satisfied, and Leo, carrying out 
the weapons, soon made Attalus feel like a free man and 
a noble once more They passed unseen out of the en 
closure, mounted their horses, and rode along the great 
Roman road from Ireves as far as the Meuse, but they 
found the bridge guarded, and were obliged to wait till 
night, when they cast their horses loose and swam the 
river, supporting themselves on boards that they found on 
the bank They had as yet had no food since the supper 
at their master’s, and were thankful to find a plum-tree 
m the wood, with fruit, to lefresh them in some degree, 
before they lay down for the night The next morr- 
ing they went on m the direction of Rheims, carefully 
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hstemng whether there were any sounds behind, until, on 
the broad hard-paved causeway, they actually heaid the^ 
trampling of horses Happily a bush was near, behind 
which they crept, with their naked swords before them, 
and here the nders actually halted for a few moments to 
arrange their harness Men and horses were both those 
they feared, and they trembled at hearing one say, Woe 
is me that those rogues have made off, and have not been 
caught * On my salvation, if I catch them, I will have 
one hung and the other chopped into little bits » ” It was 
no small comfort to hear the trot of the horses resumed, 
and soon dying away in the distance That same night 
the two faint, hungry, weary travellers, footsore and ex- 
hausted, came stumbling into Rheims, looking about for 
some 'person still awake to tell them the way to the house 
of the Priest Paul, a friend of Attains’ uncle They 
found It just as the Church bell was ringing for matins, a 
sound that must have seemed very like home to these 
members of an episcopal household They knocked, and 
m the morning twilight met the Priest going to his 
earliest Sunday morning service 

Leo told his young master’s name, and how they 
had escaped, and the Priest’s first exclamation was a 
strange one “ My dream is true This very night I saw 
two doves, one white and one black, who came and 
perched on my hand ” 

The good man was overjoyed, but he scrupled to give 
them any food, as it was contrary to the Church’s rules 
foi the fast to be broken before mass , but the travellers 
were half dead with hunger, and could only say, “ The 
good Lord pardon us, for, saving the respect due to His day, 
we must eat something, since this is the fourth day since 
we have touched bread or meat ” The Priest upon this 
gave them some bread and wine, and after hiding them 
carefully, went to Church, hoping to avert suspicion , but 
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their master was already at Rheims, making stnct search 
for them, and learning that Paul the priest was a friend of 
the Bishop of Langres, he went to Church, and there 
questioned him closely But the priest succeeded m 
guarding his secret, and though he incurred much danger, 
as the Salic law was very severe against concealers of 
runaway slaves, he kept Attains and Leo for two days till 
the search was blown over, and their strength was restored, 
so that they could proceed to Langres There they were 
welcomed like men risen from the dead , the Bishop wept 
on the neck of Attains, and was ready to receive Leo as a 
slave no more, but a friend and deliverer 

A few days after Leo was solemnly led to the Church 
Every door was set open as a sign that he might hence- 
forth go whithersoever he would Bishop Gregonus took 
him by the hand, and, standing before the Archdeacon, 
declared that for the sake of the good services rendered 
by his slave, Leo, he set him free, and created him a Ro- 
man citizen 

Then the Archdeacon read a writing of manumission 

Whatever is done according to the Roman law is irrevo- 
cable According to the constitution of the Emperor 
Constantine, of happy memory, and the edict that de- 
clares that whosoever is manumitted in Church, in the 
presence of the bishops, priests, and deacons, shall be- 
come a Roman citizen under protection of the Church 
from this day Leo becomes a member of the city, free to 
go and come where he will as if he had been bom of free 
parents From this day forward, he is exempt fiom all 
subjection of servitude, of all duty of a freed-man, all 
bond of chentship He is and shall be free, with full and 
entire freedom, and shall never cease to belong to the 
body of Roman citizens 

At the same time Leo was endowed with lands, which 
raised him to the rank of what the Franks called a 
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Roman proprietor — the highest reward m the Bishop’s 
power for the faithful devotion that had incurred such 
dangers m order to rescue the young Attains from his 
miserable bondage 

Somewhat of the same kind of faithfulness was shewn 
early in the present century by Ivan Simonofif, a soldier 
servant belonging to Major Kascambo, an officer in the 
Russian aimy, who was made prisonei by one of the wild 
tnbes of the Caucasus But though the soldier’s attach- 
ment to his master was quite as brave and disinterested 
as that of the Gallic slave, yet he was far from being 
equally blameless in the means he empio>ed, and if his 
were a golden deed at all, it was mixed with much of iron 

Majoi Kascambo, with a guaid of fifty Cossacks, was 
going to take the command of the Russian outpost of 
Lars, one of the forts by w hich the Russian Czars have 
slowly been carrying on the aggressive warfare that has 
nearly absorbed into their vast dominions all the moun- 
tains between the Caspian and Black Seas On his way 
he was set upon by seven bundled horsemen of the savage 
and independent tribe of Tchetchenges There was a 
sharp fight, more than half his men were killed, and he 
with the rest made a rampart of the carcases of their 
horses, over which they weie about to fire their last shots, 
when the Tchetchenges made a Russian deseiter call out to 
the Cossacks that they w^ould let them all escape piovided 
they would give up their officer Kascambo on this came 
forward and deliveied himself into their hands , while the 
lemainder of the troops galloped off His seiwant, Ivan, 
with a mule cairymg his baggage, had been hidden in a 
ravine, and now, instead of letreatmg with the Cossacks, 
came to join his master All the baggage was, however, 
instantly seized and divided among the Tchetchenges, 
nothing was left but a guitar, which they threw scornfully 
to the Major He would have let it he, but Ivan picked it 
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up, and insisted on keeping it Why be dispirited ^ ” 
he said , “ the God of the Russians is gieat, it is the in- 
tei est of the robbers to save you, they will do you no 
harm ” 

Scouts brought word that the Russian outposts were 
alarmed, and that troops were assembling to rescue the 
officer Upon this the seven hundred b’*oke up into small 
parties, leaving only ten men on foot to conduct the 
prisoneis, whom they forced to take off their ii on-shod 
boots and walk barefoot ovei stones and thorns, till the 
Jilajor was so exhausted that they were obliged to drag 
him by cords fastened to his belt 

After a terrible jouiney, the piisoners were placed m a 
1 emote village, where the Major had hea'vy chains fastened 
to his hands and feet, and another to his neck, with a huge 
block of oak as a clog at the other end , they half starved 
him, and made him sleep on the bare ground of the hut 
m which he was lodged The hut belonged to a huge, 
fierce old man of sixty, named Ibrahim, wffiose son had 
been killed m a sknmish with the Russians This man, 
together with his son’s widow, were continually trying to 
1 evenge themselves on then captive The only person w ho 
showed him any kindness as his little grandson, a child 
of seven years old, called Mamet, who often caressed him, 
and bi ought him food by* stealth Ivan w as also in the same 
hut, but less heavily ironed than Ins mastei, and able to 
attempt a few alleviations for his v^retched condition An 
interpreter brought the Major a sheet of ps^per and a reed 
pen, and commanded him to wiite to his fnends that he 
might be ransomed foi 10,000 roubles, but that if the 
whole sum were not paid, he would be put to death He 
obeyed, but he knew that his friends could not possibly 
raise such a sum, and his only hope was in the govern- 
ment, which had once ransomed a colonel who had fallen 
into the hands of the same tube 
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These Tchetchenges professed to be Mahometans, but 
their religion sat very loose upon them, and they were 
utter barbarians One piece of respect they paid the 
Major^s superior education was curious — they made him 
judge in aU the disputes that arose The houses m the 
village were hollowed out under ground, and the walls 
onlv raised three or four feet, and then covered by a fiat 
roof, formed of beaten clay, where the inhabitants spent 
much of their time Kascambo was every now and then, 
brought, m all his chains, to the roof of the hut, which 
served as a tribunal whence he was expected to dispense 
justice For instance, a man had commissioned his 
neighbour to pay five roubles to a person in another 
valley, but the messenger’s horse having died by the way, 
a claim was set up to the roubles to make up for it Both 
parties collected all their friends, and a blood) quairel 
was about to take place, when they agreed to lefer the 
question to the prisoner, who was accordingly set upon 
his judgment seat 

“ Pray,” said he, if, instead of giving you five roubles, 
your comrade had desired vou to carry his greetings to 
his creditor, would not your horse have died all the 
same 

‘'Most likely” 

" Then what should you have done with the greetings^ 
Should you have kept them m compensation ^ My sen- 
tence IS that you give back the roubles, and that youi 
comrade gives you a greeting ” 

The whole assembly approved the decision, and the 
man only grumbled out, as he gave back the money, '' I 
knew I should lose it, if that dog of a Christian meddled 
with It ” 

All this respect, however, did not avail to procure any 
better usage for the unfortunate judge, whose health was 
suffering severely under his privations Ivan, howevefi, 
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had recommended himself in the same way as Leo, by his 
perfections as a cook, and moreover he was a capital 
buffoon His fetters were sometimes taken off that he 
might divert the villagers by his dances and strange antics 
while his master played the guitar Sometimes they sang 
Russian songs together to the instrument, and on these 
occasions the major’s hands were released that he might 
play on it , but one day he was unfortunately heard playmg 
in his chains for his own amusement, and from that time 
he was never released from his fetters 
In the course of a year, three urgent letters had been 
sent , but no notice was taken of them, and Ivan began to 
despair of aid from home, and set himself to work His 
hrst step was to profess himself a Mahometan He durst 
not tell his master till the deed was done, and then 
Kascambo was infinitely shocked , but the act did not 
procure Ivan so much freedom as he had hoped He 
was, indeed, no longer in chains, but he was evidently dis- 
trusted, and was so closely watched, that the only way in 
which he could communicate with his master was when 
they were set to sing together, when they chanted out 
question and answer in Russ, unsuspected, to the tune of 
their national airs He was taken on an expedition 
against the Russians, and very nearly killed by the sus- 
picious Tchetchenges on one side, and by the Cossacks on 
the other, as a deserter He saved a young man of the 
tribe from drowning, but though he thus earned the 
friendship of the family, the rest of the villagers hated and 
dreaded him all the more, since he had not been able to 
help proving himself a man of courage, instead of the 
feeble buffoon he had tned to appear 
Three months- alter this expedition, another took place, 
but Ivan was not allowed even to know of it He saw 
preparations making, but nothing was said to him only 
one mornpag he found the village entirely deserted by all 
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the >ounger men, and as he wandered round it, the aged 
ones would not speak to him A child told him that his 
fathei meant to kill him, and on the roof of her house 
stood the sister of the man he had saved, making signals 
of great terror, and pointing towaids Russia Home he 
went, and found that, besides old Ibrahim, his master was 
watched by a wairior, who had been prevented by an 
intermitting fevei from joining the expedition He \\as 
convinced that if the tribe letumed unsuccessful, the 
murder of both himself and his master was certain , but 
he resolved not to fi> alone, and as he busied himself in 
preparing the meal, he sung the burden of a Russian 
ballad, intermingled with words of encouragement for his 
master — 

The time is come , 

Hai Lull ’ 

1 he time is come, 

Hai I uh > 

Our woe is at end, 

Hai Lull » 

Oi we die at once ^ 

Hai Lull » 

To morrow, to mon ow, 

Hai Lull 1 

\\ e are off for a town, 

Hai Lull » 

For a fine, fine town, 

Hai Lull » 

But I name no names, 

Hai Lull ^ 

Courage, courage, mastei dear, 

Hai Lull » 

Never, never, despaii, 

Hai lull » 

For the God of the Russians is gieat, 

Hai Lull > 

Poor Kascambo, broken down, sick, and despairing, 
only muttered, Do as you please, only hold your peace ’* 
Ivan’s cookery incited the additional guard to cat so 
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much supper, that he brought on a severe attack of his 
fever, and was obliged to go home , but old Ibrahim, in- 
stead of going to bed, sat down on a log of wood opposite 
the prisoner, and seemed resolved to watch him all night 
The woman and child went to bed m the inner room, and 
Ivan signed to his master to take the guitar, and began to 
dance The old man’s axe was in an open cupboard at 
the other end of the room, and after many gambols and 
contortions, dunng which the major could hardly control 
his fingers to touch the strings, Ivan succeeded in laying 
his hand upon it, just when the old man was bending over 
the fire to mend it Then, as Ibrahim desired that the 
music should cease, he cut him down with a single blow, 
on his own health And the daughter-m-law coming out 
to see what had happened, he slew her with the same 
weapon And then, alas ^ in spite of the commands, en- 
treaties, and cries of his master, he dashed into the inner 
room, and killed the sleeping child, lest it should give 
the alarm Kascambo, utterly helpless to save, fell almost 
fainting upon the bloody floor, and did not cease to re^ 
proach Ivan, vho was searching the old man’s pockets for 
the key of the fetters, but it was not there, nor anywhere 
else in the hut, and the irons were so heavy that escape 
was impossible m them Ivan at last knocked off the 
clog and the chains on the wnst with the axe, but he 
could not break the chains round the legs, and could only 
fasten them as close as he could to hinder them clanking 
Then secunng all the provision he could carry, and putting 
his master into his military cloak, obtaining also a pistol 
and dagger, they crept out, but not on the direct road It 
was February, and the ground was covered with snoi^ 
All night they walked easily, but at noon the sun s<r 
softened it that they sank m at e\ery step, and tht 
Major’s chains rendered each motion terrible labour It 
was only on the second night that Ivan, with his axe, 
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succeeded m breaking through the fastenings, and by that 
time the Major’s legs were so swollen and stiffened that 
he could not move without extreme pain However, he 
was dragged on through the wild mountain paths, and 
then over the plains for several days more, till they were 
on the confines of another tribe of Tchetchenges, who 
were overawed by Russia, and in a sort of unwilling alli- 
ance Here however a sharp storm, and a fall into the 
water, completely finished Kascambo’s strength, and he 
sank down on the snow, telling Ivan to go home and ex- 
plain his fate, and give his last message to his mother 
If you perish here,” said Ivan, trust me, neither your 
mother nor mine will ever see me ” 

He covered his master with his cloak, gave him the 
pistol, and walked on to a hut, where he found a 
Tchetchenge man, and told him that here was a means of 
obtaining two hundred roubles He had only to shelter 
the Major as a guest for three days, whilst Ivan himself 
went on to Mosdok, to procure the money, and bring 
back help for his master The man was full of suspicion, 
but Ivan prevailed, and Kascambo was earned into the 
village nearly dying, and was very ill all the time of his 
servant’s absence Ivan set off for the nearest Russian 
station, where he found some of the Cossacks who had 
been present when the Major was taken All eagerly 
subscribed to raise the two hundred roubles, but 
Colonel would not let Ivan go back alone, as he had en- 
gaged to do, and sent a guard of Cossacks This had 
nearly been fatal to the Major, for as soon as his host saw 
the lances, he suspected treachery, and dragging his poor 
sick guest to the roof of the house, he tied him up to a 
stake, and stood over him with a pistol, shouting to Ivan, 

If you come nearer, I shall blow his brains out, and I 
have fifty cartridges more for my enemies, and the traitor 
who leads them ” 
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No traitor » ’’ cried Ivan " Here are the roubles I 
have kept my word * ” 

“ Let the Cossacks go back, or I shall fire ” 

Kascambo himself begged the officer to retire, and Ivan 
went back with the detachment, and returned alone 
Even then the suspicious host made him count out the 
roubles at a hundred paces from the house, and at once 
ordered him out of sight , but then went up to the roof, 
and asked the Major^s pardon for all this rough usage 
I shall only recollect that you were my host, and kept 
your word,” said Kascambo 

In a few hours more, Kascambo was m safety among 
his brother-officers Ivan was made a non-commissioned 
officer, and some months after was seen by the traveller 
who told the story, whistling the air of Hai Lull at his 
former master^s wedding-feast He was even then scarcely 
twenty years old, and peculiarly quiet and soft in manners 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BLACKWATER 
991 

In the evil days of King Ethelred the Unready, when the 
teaching of good King Alfred was fast fading away from 
the minds of his descendants, and self-indulgence was 
ruining the bold and hardy habits of the English, the fleet 
was allowed to fall into decay, and Danish ships again 
ventured to appear on the English coasts 
The first Northmen who had ravaged England came 
eager for blood and plunder, and hating the sight of a 
Chnstian church as an insult to their gods, Thor and 
0dm , but the lapse of a hundred years had in some 
degree changed the temper of the North, and though 
almost every young man thought it due to his fame to 
have sailed forth as a sea-rover, yet the attacks of these 
marauders might be bought off, and, provided they had 
treasure to show for their voyage, they were willing to 
spare the lives and lands of the people of the coasts they 
visited 

King Ethelred and his cowaidly, selfish Court were well 
satisfied with this expedient, and the tax called Danegeld 
' was laid upon the people, in order to raise a fund for 
buying off the enemy But there weie still m England 
men of bolder and truer hearts, who held that bribery wai 
false policy, merely inviting the enemy to come again and 
again, and that the only wise course would be m dnving 
them back by English valour, and keeping the fleet m 
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foe could set foot upon the coast 

Among those who held this opinion was Brythnoth, 
Bari of Essex He was of partly Danish descent himself, 
but had become a thorough Englishman, and had long 
and faithfully served the King and his fathoi He was a 
friend to the clergy, a founder of churches and convents, 
and his manor-house of Hadieigh was a home of hospitality 
and charity It would pi obably be a sort of huge farm-yai d, 
full of great barn-like buildings and sheds, all one story 
high , some of them serving foi storehouses, and others for 
living-rooms and places of entertainment for his numerous 
servants and retainers, and for the guests of all degrees 
who gathered round him as the chief dispenser of justice 
in his East-Saxon earldom When he heard tlie advice 
given and accepted that the Danes should be bribed, 
instead of being fought with, he made up his mind that 
he, at least, would try to raise up a nobler spint, and, 
at the sacrifice of his own life, would show the efifect of 
making a manful stand against them 

He made his will, and placed it if the hands of the 
Aichbishop of Canterbury, and then, letmng to Had- 
ieigh, he provided horses and arms, and caused aH the 
young men in his earldom to be trained m v ariike exer- 
cises, according to the good old English law, that every 
man should be provided with weapons, and know the use 
of them 

The Danes sailed forth, in the year 991, with ninetv- 
thiee vessels, the terrible “ Long Serpents," carved with 
snakes’ heads at the prow, and the stern finished as the 
gilded tail of the reptile , and many a lesser ship, meant 
tor carrying plunder The Sea King, Olaf (or Aniaff ), was 
the leader , and as tidings came that their sails had been 
seen upon the North Sea, more earnest than ever mng 
out the petition m the Litany, “ From the fuiy of the 
Northmen, good Lord, deliver us ” 
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Sandwich and Ipswich made no defence, and were 
plundered , and the fleet then sailed into the mouth of 
the river Blackwater, as far as Maldon, where the ravagers 
landed, and began to collect spoil When, however, they 
came back to their ships, they found that the tide would 
not yet servef them to re-embark , and upon the farther 
bank of the river bristled the spears of a body of warriors, 
drawn up m battle array, but m numbers far inferior to 
their own 

Anlaff sent a messenger, over the wooden bridge that 
crossed the river, to the Earl, who, he understood, com- 
manded this small army The biave old man, his grey 
hair hanging down beneath his helmet, stood, sword in 
hand, at the head of his warriors 
" Lord Earl,” said the messenger, I come to bid thee 
to yield to us thy treasure, for thy safety Buy off the 
fight, and we will ratify a peace with gold ” 

“ Hear, O thou sailor ^ ” was Brythnoth’s answer, the 
reply of this people Instead of Danegeld, thou shalt 
have from them the edge of the sword, and the point of 
the spear Herb stands an English Earl, who will defend 
his earldom and the lands of his King Point and edge 
shall judge between us ” 

Back went the Dane with his message to Anlaff, and 
the fight began around the bndge, where the Danes long 
strove to force their way across, but w^ere always dnven 
back by the gallant East-Saxons The tide had risen, and 
for some time the two armies only shot at one another 
with bows and arrows , but when it ebbed, leaving the 
salt-marshes dry, the stout old Earl’s love of fair-play 
overpowered his prudence, and he sent to offer the enemy 
a fiee passage, and an open field in which to measure 
their strength 

The numbers were too unequal , but the battle was long 
and bloody before the English could be overpowered 
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Brythnoth slew one of the chief Danish leaders with his 
own hand, but not without receiving a wound He was 
still able to fight on, though with ebbing strength and 
failing numbers His hand was pierced by a dart , but a 
young boy at his side mstaiftly withdrew it, and, launching 
It back again, slew the foe who had aimed it Another 
Dane, seeing the Earl faint and sinking, advanced to 
plunder him of his ring and jewelled weapons , but he 
still had strength to lay the spoiler low with his battle-axe 
This was his last blow , he gathered his strength for one 
last cheer to his brave men, and then, sinking on the 
g^’ound, he looked up to heaven, exclaiming I thank 
thee. Lord of nations, for all the joys I have known on 
earth Now, O mild Creator » have I the utmost need 
that Thou shouldst grant grace unto my soul, that my 
spint may speed to Thee with peace, O King of angels ^ 
to pass into Thy keeping I sue to Thee that Thou suffer 
not the rebel spirits of hell to vex my parting soul ’ ” 

With these words he died , but an aged follower, of hke 
spirit, stood over his corpse, and exhorted his fellows 
Our spirit shall be the hardier, and our soul the greater, 
the fewer our numbers become ’ ” he cried " Here lies 
our chief, the brave, the good, the much-loved lord, who 
has blessed us with many a gift Old as I am, I wiU not 
yield, but avenge his death, or lay me at his side Shame 
befall him that thinks to fly from such a field as this ^ 

Nor did the English warriors fly Night came down, at 
last, upon the battle-field, and saved the lives of the few 
survivors , but they were forced to leave the body of their 
lord, and the Danes bore away with them his head as 
a trophy, and with it, alas * ten thousand pounds of silver 
from the King, who, m his sluggishness and weakness, 
had left Br3rthnoth to fight and die unaided for the cause 
of the whole nation One of the retainers, a minstrel in 
the happy old days of Hadleigh, who had done his part 
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manfully in the battle, bad heard these last goodl> sayings 
of his master, and, living on to peaceful days, lo\ed to 
rehearse them to the sound of his harp, and dwell on the 
glories of one i^ho could die, but not be defeated 
Ere those better days had come, another faithful-hearted 
Englishman had given his life for his people In the >ear 
1012, a huge army, called, from their leader, ^'Thodali’s 
Host,” were overrunning Kent, and besieging Canterbury 
The Archbishop ^Elfeg was earnestly entreated to lea^e 
the city while jet theie was time to escape , but he le- 
plied, “ None but a hireling would leave his flock m time 
of danger and he supported the resolution of the inha- 
bitants, so that they held out the city for twentj aa\ s , 
and as the wild Danes had \ery little chance against a 
well-wallcd town they would probably have saved it, had 
no^ the gates been secietly opened to them by the 
torous Abbot ^Elfman, whom -^Ifeg had once hiinseT 
baved, when accused of treason before the King 
The Danes slaughtered all whom they found in the 
streets, and the Archbishop’s friends tried to keep him m 
the chuich, lest he should run upon his fate , but he bioke 
fiom them, and, confronting the enemy, cried “Spaic 
the guiltless ^ Is there glory in shedding such blood ? 
Turn your wiath on me' It is I who have denounced 
your cruelty, have ransomed and re-clad your captives ” 
The Danes seized upon him, and, after he had seen his 
cathedral burnt and his clergy slam, they thiew him into 
a dungeon, whence he was told he could only come foith 
upon the payment of a heavy ransom 
His flock loved him, and would have stiiven to raise 
the sum , but, miserably used as they weie by the enemj, 
and snipped by the exactions of the Danes, he w^ould not 
consent that they should be asked foi a further contn- 
bution on his account After seven months’ patience m 
his captivity, the Danish chiefs, who were then at Gi cen- 
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wich, desired him to be brought into then camp, wheie 
they had just been holding a great feast It was Eastern 
eve, anc} the quiet of that day of calm waiting was dis- 
turbed with their songs, and shouts of drunken rev elry, as 
the chained Archbishop was led to the open space wheie 
the warriors sat and lay amid the remains of their rude 
repast The leader then told him that they had agreed to 
let him off for his own share with a much smaller pa>Tnent 
than had been demanded, provided he would obtain a 
largesse for them from the King, his master 
“ I am not the man,” he answered, “ to prov ide Chris- 
tian flesh for Pagan wolves and when again thev re- 
peated the demand, Gold I have none to offer you, save 
the true wisdom of the knowledge of the living God ” And 
he began, as he stood in the midst, to reason to them of 
righteousness, temperance, and judgment to come ” 

They were mad with rage and dnnk The old man’s 
voice was drowned with shouts of “ Gold, Bishop— give us 
gold ’ ” The bones and cups that lay around were hurled 
at him, and he fell to the ground, with the cry, “ O Chief 
Shepherd, guard Thine own childien’” As he partly 
raised himself, axes were thrown at him , and, at last, a 
Dane, who had begun to love and listen to him m his 
captivity, deemed it mercy to give him a death-blow with 
an axe The English maintained that -^Ifeg had died to 
save his flock from cruel extortion, and held him as a 
saint and martyr, keeping his death-day (the 19th of April) 
as a holiday , and when the Italian Archbishop of Can- 
terbury (Lanfranc) disputed his nght to be so esteemed, 
there was strong opposition and discontent Indeed, our 
own Prayer-book still retains his name, under the altered 
form of St Alphege , and surely no one better ments to 
be lemembered, for having loved his people far better 
than himself 
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GUZMAN EL BUENO 
1293 

In the early times of Spanish history, before the Moors 
had been expelled from the peninsula, or the blight of 
Western gold had enervated the nation, the old honour 
and loyalty of the Gothic race were high and pure, fostered 
by constant combats with a generous enQjny The Spanish 
Arabs were indeed the flower of the Mahometan races, 
endowed with the vigour and honour of the desert tribes, 
yet capable of culture and civilization, excelling all other 
nations of their time m saence and art, and almost the 
equals of their Christian foes in the attnbutes of chivalry 
Wars with them were a constant crusade, consecrated 
m the minds of the Spaniards as being m the cause of 
religion, and yet m some degree freed from savagery and 
cruelty by the respect exacted by the honourable character 
of the enemy, and by the fact that the civilization and 
learnmg of the Christian kmgdoms were far more derived 
from the Moors than from the kindred nations of Europe 
By the close of the thirteenth century, the Chnstian 
kingdoms of Castille and Aragon were descending from 
their mountain fastnesses, and spreading over the lovely 
plains of the south, even to the Mediterranean coast, as 
one beautiful Moorish city after another yielded to the 
persevering advances of the children of the Goths , and 
in 1291 the nephew of our own beloved Eleanor of Castille, 
Sancho V called El Bfavo, ventured to imest the city 
of Tanfa 
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This was the western buttress of the gate of the Medi- 
terranean, the base of the northern Pillar of Hercules, and 
esteemed one of the gates of Spam By it five hundred 
years previously had the Moorish enemy first entered 
Spain at the summons of Count Julian, under their leader 
Tanf-abu-Zearah, whose name was bestowed upon it in 
remembrance of his landing there The form of the 
ground is said to be like a broken punch-bowl, with the 
broken part towards the sea The Moois had fortified 
the cit> with a surrounding -wall and twenty-six towers, and 
had built a castle with a lighthouse on a small adjacent 
island, called Isla Verde, which they had connected with 
the city by a causeway Their fortifications, always 
admirable, have existed ever smce, and in i8ii, another 
five hundred years after, were successfully defended 
against the French by a small force of Bntish troops 
under the command of Colonel Hugh Gough, better 
known m his old age as the victor of Aliwal The walls 
were then unable to support the weight of artillery, for 
which of course they had never been built, but were 
perfectly effective against escalade 

For six months King Sancho besieged Tarifaby lajid 
and sea, his fleet, hired from the Genoese, lying in the 
waters where the battle of Trafalgar was to be fought 
The city at length yielded under stress of famine, but the 
king feared that he had no resources to enable him to 
keep it, and intended to dismantle and forsake it, when 
the Grand Master of the mihtaiy order of Calatrava 
offered to undertake the defence with his knights for one 
year, hoping that some other noble would come forward 
at the end of that time and take the charge upon himself 

He was not mistaken The noble who made himself 
responsible for this post of danger was a Leonese knight 
of high distinction, by name Alonso Perez de Guzman, 
already called El or ^ The Good,^^ from the high 
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qualities he had manifested in the service of the late King, 
Don Alonso VI by whom he had always stood v^hen the 
present king, Don Sancho, was in rebellion The offer 
was readily accepted, and the i\hole Guzman family re- 
moved to Tanfa, with the exception of the eldest son, 
who was in the tram of the Infant Don Juan, the second 
son of the late king, who had alwa) s taken part with his 
father against his bi other, and on Sancho’s accession, 
continued his enmity, and fled to Poitugal 
The King of Portugal, however, being requested by 
Sancho not to pennit him to remain there, he proceeded 
to offer his services to the King of Morocco, Yusuf-ben- 
Yacoub, for whom he undeitook to recover Tanfa, if 5,000 
horse weie granted to him foi the puipose The force 
would have been most disproportionate for the attack of 
such a city as Tanfa, but Don Juan reckoned on means that 
he had already found efficacious , when he had obtained 
the sunender of Zamoia to his father b> thieatening to put 
^0 death a child of the lady in command of the fortress 
Therefore, after summoning Tanfa at the head of his 
5,000 Moors, he led forth before the gates the boy who 
had been confided to his caie, and declared that unless 
the city were yielded instantly, Guzman should behold 
the death of his own son at his hand ^ Before, he had 
had to deal with a weak woman on a question of divided 
allegiance It was otherwise heie The point was whether 
the city should be made over to the enemies of the faith 
and country, whether the plighted word of a loyal knight 
should be broken The boy w^as held m the grasp of the 
cruel piince, stretching out his hands and w^eeping as he 
saw his father upon the walls Don Alonso’s eyes, we 
are told, filled with tears as he cast one long, last look 
at his firstborn, whom he might not save except at the 
expense of his truth and honour 
I he struggle was bittei but he broke forth at last in these 
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viords — " I did not beget a son to be made use of against 
m> country, but th it he should serve hei against hei foes 
Should Don Juan put him to death, he will but confer 
honour on me, true life on my son, and on himself eternal 
shame in this world and evei lasting wiath after death 
So far am I from yielding this place or betraying my 
tiust, that in case he should want a weapon for his cruel 
purpose, there goes my knife 

He cast the knife in his belt over the walls, and re- 
turned to the Castle wheie, commanding his countenance, 
he sat down to table with his wife Loud shouts of horror 
and dismay almost instantly called him forth again He 
-was told that Don Juan had been seen to cut the boy’s 
throat in a transport of blind rage “ I thought the enemy 
had broken in,” he calmly said, and went back again 
The Moors themseh es were horror-struck at the atrocity 
of their ally, and as the siege was hopeless they gave it 
up , and Don Juan, afraid and ashamed to return to 
Morocco, wandered to the Court of Granada 
King Sancho was l>ing sick at Alcala de Henares 
when the tidings of the price of Guzman’s fidelity reached 
him Touched to the depths of his heart he wrote a lettei 
to his faithful subject, comparing his sacrifice to that of 
Abraham, confirming to him the surname of Good, lament- 
ing his own inability to come and offer his thanks and 

I egrets, but entreating Guzman’s piesence at Alcala 

All the way thither, the people thronged to see the man 

II ue to his word at such a fearful cost The Court was 
sent out to meet him, and the King, after embracing him, 
exclaimed, “ Here learn, ye knights, what are exploits of 
\ n tue Behold your model ” 

Lands and honouis were heaped upon Alonso de 
Guzman, and they were not a mockery of his loss, for he 
nad other sons to inherit them He was the staunch 
fuend of Sancho’s widow and son in a long and perilous 
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minority, and died full of years and honours The lands 
granted to him were those of Medina Sidonia which he 
between the rivers Guadiana and Guadalquivir, and they 
have ever since been held by his descendants, who still 
bear the honoured name of Guzman, witnessing that the 
man who gave the life of his firstborn rather than break 
his faith to the king has left a posterity as noble and 
enduring as any family in Europe 
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FAITHF UL TILL DEATH 
130B 

One of the ladies most admired by the ancient Romans 
was Arna, the wife of Csecina Paetus, a Roman who was 
condemned by the Emperor Claudius to become his own 
executioner Seeing him waver, his wife, who was re- 
solved to be with him in death as in life, took the dagger 
from his hand, plunged it into her own breast, and with 
her last strength held it out to him, gasping out, It is 
not painful, my Paetus ” 

Such was heathen faithfulness even to dfeath , and 
where the teaching of Christianity had not forbidden the 
taking away of life by one’s own hand, perhaps wifely 
love could not go higher Yet Christian women have 
endured a yet more fearful ordeal -to their tender affec- 
tion, watching, supporting, and finding unfailing fortitude 
to uphold the sufferer in agonies that must have rent their 
hearts 

Natalia was the fair young -wife of Adrian, an officer at 
Nicomedia, in the guards of the Emperor Galenus Maxi- 
mianus, and only about twenty-eight years old Natalia 
was a Christian, but her husband remained a pagan, until, 
when he was charged with the execution of some martyrs, 
their constancy, coupled with the testimony of his own 
wife’s virtues, tnumphed over his unbelief, and he con- 
fessed himself likewise a Christian He was thro^ into 
pnson, and sentenced to death, but he prevailed on his 
gaoler to permit him to leave the dungeon for a time, that 
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he might see his wife The report came to Natalia that 
he was no longer in prison, and she threw herself on the 
ground, lamenting aloud " Now will men point at me, 
and say, ^ Behold the wife of the coward and apostate, 
who, for fear of death, hath denied his God 

Oh, thou noble and strong-hearted woman,’' said 
Adrian’s voice at the door, I bless God that I am not 
unworthy of thee Open the door that I may bid thee 
faiewell” 

But this was not the last farewell, though he duly w ent 
back to the prison , for when, the next day, he had been 
cruelly scourged and tortured before the tribunal, Natalia, 
with her hair cut short, and wearing the disguise of a 
>outh, was theie to tend and comfoit him She took him 
m her arms, saying, "Oh, light of mine e>es, and hus- 
band of mine heart, blessed ait thou, who ait chosen to 
suffer for Christ’s sake ” 

On the following day, the tyrant ordeied that Adrians 
limbs should be one by one struck off on a blacksmith’s 
anvil, and lastly his head And still it was his wife who 
held him and sustained him through all, and, ere the last 
stroke of the executioner, had received his last breath 
She took up one of the severed hands, kissed it, and 
placed it in her bosom, and escaping to Byzantium, there 
spent her life in widowhood 

Nor among these devoted wives should we pass by 
Gertrude, the wife of Rudolf, Baron von der Wart, a 
Swabian nobleman, who was so ill-advised as to join m a 
conspiracy of Johann of Hapsburg, m 1308, against the 
Emperor, Albrecht I the son of the great and good Rudolf 
of Hapsburg 

This Johann was the son of the Emperor’s brpthei 
Rudolf, a brave knight who had died young, and Johann 
had been brought up by a Baron called Walther von 
Eschenbach, until, at nineteen years old, he weifit to 
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his uncle to demand his fathci’s inheritance Albrecht 
was a rude and uncouth man, and refused disdamfuilv 
the demand, wheieupon the noblemen of the disputed 
territory stirred up the young prince to form a plot 
against him, all having evidently diiferent views of the 
lengths to which they would pioceed This was just 
at the time that the Swiss, angry at the overweening and 
oppressive behaviour of Albrechfs governors, were first 
taking up arms to maintain that they owed no duty to 
him as Duke of Austria, but merely as Emperoi of Ger- 
many He set out on his way to chastise them as rebels, 
taking with him a considerable tram, of whom his nephew 
Johann was one At Baden, Johann, as a last experi- 
ment, again applied for his inheritance, but by way of 
answer, Albrecht held out a wreath of flowers, telling him 
they better became his years th?n did the caies of govern- 
ment He burst into tears, threw the wreath upon the 
ground, and fed his mind upon the savage purpose of 
letting his uncle find out what he was fit for 

By and by, the party came to the banks of the Reuss, 
where there was no bridge, and only one single boat to 
carry the whole across The first to cross were the Em- 
peror with one attendant, besides his nephew and four of 
the secret partizans of J ohann Albrecht’s son Leopold was 
left to follow with the rest of the suite, and the Emperor 
rode on towards the hills of his home, tow^ards the 
Castle of Hapsburg, where his father’s noble qualities 
had earned the reputation which w^as the cause of all the 
greatness of the line Suddenly his nephew rode up to 
him, and while one of the conspirators seized the bndie of 
his horse, exclaimed, “ Will you now restore my inherit- 
ance ? ” and wounded him in the neck The attendant 
fled , Dei Wart, who had never thought murder was to be 
a part of the scheme, stood aghast, but the other two fell 
on the unhappy Albrecht, and each gave him a mortal 
wound, and then all five fled in different directions The 
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whole hoinble affair took place full in view of Leopold 
and the army on the other side of the nver, and when it 
became possible foi any of them to cross, they found that 
the Emperor had just expired, with his head in the lap of 
a poor woman 

The murderers escaped into the Swiss mountains, ex- 
pecting shelter there , but the stout, honest men of the can- ^ 
tons were resolved not to have any connexion with assas- 
sins, and refused to protect them Johann himself, after 
long and miserable wanderings m disguise, bitterly re- 
pented, owned his crime to the Pope, and was received 
into a convent , Eschenbach escaped, and lived fifteen 
>ears as a coivherd The others all fell into the hands of 
the sons and daughters of Albrecht, and w^oeful was the 
revenge that was taken upon them, and upon their inno- 
cent families and retainers 

That Leopold, who had seen his father slam before his 
e>es, should have been deeply incensed, was not wonderful, 
and his elder brother Frederick, as Duke of Austria, was 
charged with the execution of justice , but both brothers 
were horribly savage and violent in their proceedings, 
and their sister Agnes surpassed them in her atrocious 
thirst for vengeance She was the wife of the King of 
Hungary, very clever and discerning, and also sup 
posed to be very religious, but all better thoughts were 
swept away by her funous passion She had nearly 
strangled Eschenbach’s infant son with her own hands, 
when he was rescued from her by her own soldiers, and 
when she was watching the beheading of sixty-three 
T-assals of another of the murderers, she repeatedly 
exclaimed, Now I bathe in May dew” Once, indeed, 
she met with a stern rebuke A hermit, for whom she 
had offered to build a convent, answered her, “ Woman^ 
God 1$ not served by shedding innocent blood and by 
bmlding'iymvents out of the plunder of families, but by 
compassion and forgiveness of injuries ^ 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


iiS 


Rudolf von der Wart received the hofhble sentence of 
being broken on the wheel On his trial the Emperor’s 
attendant declared that Der Wart had attacked Albert 
with his dagger, and the cry, How long will ye suffer this 
carrion to sit on horseback but he persisted to the last 
that he had been taken by surpnse by the murder How- 
ever, there was no mercy for him , and, by the express 
command of Queen Agnes, after he had been bound upon 
one wheel, and his limbs broken by heavy blows from the 
executioner, he was fastened to another wheel, which was 
set upon a pole, where he was to linger out the remaining 
hours of his life His young wife, Gertrude, who had 
clung to him through all his trial, was tom away and 
earned off to the Castle of Kyburg , but she made her 
escape at dusk, and found her wa>, as night came on, to the 
spot where her husband hung still living upon the wheel 
That night of agony was described in a letter ascribed to 
Gertrude herself The guard left to watch fled at her 
approach, and she prayed beneath the scaffold , and then, 
heaping some heavy logs of wood together, was able to 
climb up near enough to embrace him and stroke back the 
hair from his face, whilst he entreated her to leave him, lest 
she should be found there, and fall under the cruel revenge 
of the Queen, telling her that thus it would be possible to 
increase his suffering 

“ 1 will die wath you,”^ she said, “ ’tis for that I came, 
and no power shall force me from you , ’’ and she prayed 
for the one mercy she hoped for, speedy death for her 
husband 

In Mrs Hemans’ beautiful words — 


And bid me not depart,” she cried. 
My Rudolf, say not so , 

This IS no time to quit thy side, 
Peace, peace, I cannot go » 

L 
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Hath, the world anglit for itie to fear 
When death is on thy brow ’ 

The world ' what means it ’ Mine is here^ 

I will not leave thee now 

I have been with thee in thine hour 
Of glory and of bliss , 

Doubt not Its memory’s living power 
To strengthen me through this 
And thou, mine honour’d love and true, 

Bear on, bear nobly on , 

We have the blessed heaven m view, 

Whose rest shall soon be won ” 

When day began to bieak, the guard returned, and 
Gertrude took down her stage of wood and continued 
kneeling at the foot of the pole Crowds of people came 
to look, among them the wife of one of the officials, whom 
Gertrude implored to intercede that her husband’s suffer- 
ings might be ended , but though this might not be, some 
pitied her, and tried to give her wine and confections, 
which she could not touch The priest came and exhorted 
Rudolf to confess the cnme, but with a great effort he 
repeated his former statement of innocence 
A band of horsemen rode by Among them was the 
young Prince Leopold and his sister Agnes herself, clad as 
a knight They were very angry at the compassion shown 
by the crowd, and after frightfully harsh language com- 
manded that Gertrude should be dragged away , but one 
of the nobles interceded for her, and when she had been 
earned away to a little distance her entreaties were heard, 
and she was allowed to break away and come back to her 
husband The priest blessed Gertrude, gave her his hand 
and said, Be faithful unto death, and God will give you 
the crown of life,’’ and she was no further molested 
Night came on, and with it a stormy wind, *whose 
howling mingled with the voice of her prayers, and 
whistled m the hair of the suffeier One of the guard 
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brought her a cloak She climbed on the wheel, and 
spiead the covering over her husband^s limbs , then fetched, 
some water in her shoe, and moistened his lips with it, 
sustaining him above all with her prayers, and exhorta- 
tions to look to the joys beyond He had ceased to try 
to send her away, and thanked her for the comfort she 
gave him And still she watched when morning came 
again, and noon passed over her, and it was verging to 
evening, when for the last time he moved his head , and 
she raised herself so as to be close to him With a smile, 
he murmured, “ Gertrude, this ts faithfulness till death,’ 
and died She knelt down to thank God for having 
enabled her to remain for that last breath— 

“ While even as o’er a martyr’s grave 
She knelt on that sad spot, 

And, weeping, blessed the God who ga^e 
Stiength to forsake it not 

She found shelter in a convent at Basle, where she 
spent the rest of her life in a quiet round of prayer and 
good works , till the time came when *her widowed heart 
should find its true rest for e\er 
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WHAT IS BETTER THAN SLAYING A DRAGON 
1332 

The next story we have to tell is so strange and wild, 
that It would seem better to befit the cloudy times when 
history had not yet been disentangled from fable, than the 
comparatively clear light of the fourteenth century 
It took place m the island of Rhodes This Greek isle 
had become the home of the Knights of St John, or 
Hospitallers, an order of sworn brethren who had arisen 
at the time of the Crusades At fiist they had been 
merely monks, who kept open house for the reception of 
the^oor penniless pilgnms who arrived at Jerusalem in 
need of shelter, and often of nursing and healing The 
good monks not only fed and housed them, but did their 
best to cure the many diseases that they would catch m 
the toilsome journey in that feverish climate , and thus it 
has come to pass that the word hosptttum^ which in Latin 
only means an inn, has, in modem languages, given birth, 
on the one hand, to hotels or lodging-house, on the other, 
to hospttai, or house of healing The Hospital at Jeru- 
salem was called after St John the Almoner, a charitable 
Bishop of old, and the brethren were hospitahers By 
and by, when the first Cmsade was over, and there was a 
great need of warriors to maintain the Christian cause in 
Jerusalem, the Hospitahers thought it a pity that so many 
strong arms should be prevented from exerting them- 
selves, by the laws that forbade the clergy to do battle, 
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and they obtained permission from the Pope to become 
warriors as well as monks They were thus all m one — 
knights, priests, and nurses , their monastenes were both 
castles and hospitals , and the sick pilgrim or wounded 
Crusader was sure of all the best tendance and medical 
care that the times could afford, as well as of all the 
ghostly comfort and counsel that he might need, and, ii 
he recovered, he was escorted safely down to the seashore 
by a party strong enough to protect him from the hordes 
of robber Arabs All this was for charity’s sake, and 
without reward Surely the constitution of the Order was 
as golden as its badge — ^the eight-pointed cross — ^which 
the brethren wore round their neck They wore it also in 
white over their shoulder upon a black mantle And the 
knights who had been admitted to the full honours of the 
Order had a scarlet surcoat, likewise with the white cross, 
over their armour The whole brotherhood was under 
the command of a Grand Master, who was elected in a 
chapter of all the knights, and to whom all vowed to 
render implicit obedience 

Good service in all their three capacities had been done 
by the Order as long as the Crusaders were able to keep 
a footing in the Holy Land , but they were driven back 
step by step, and at last, in 1291, their last stronghold at 
Acre was taken, after much desperate fighting, and the 
remnant of the Hospitallers sailed away to the isle of 
C5i>rus, where, after a few years, they recruited their 
forces, and, in 1307, captured the island of Khodes, which 
had been a nest of Greek and Mahometan pirates Here 
they remained, hoping for a fresh Crusade to recover the 
Holy Sepulchre, and in the meantime fulfilling their old 
mission as the protectors and nurses of the weak AH 
the Mediterranean Sea was infested by corsairs from the 
African coast and the Greek isles, and these brave 
knights, becoming sailors as well as all they had been 
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before, placed their red flag with its white cioss at the 
masthead of many a gallant vessel that guarded the peace- 
ful traveller, hunted down the cruel pirate, and brought 
home his Christian slave, rescued from labouring at the 
oar, to the Hospital for rest and tendance Or their trea- 
sures were used in redeeming the captives m the pirate 
cities No knight of St John might offer any ransom for 
himself save his sword and scarf , but for the redemption 
of their poor feilow-Chnstians their wealth was ready, 
and many a captive was released fiom toiling in Algiers 
or Tripoli, or still worse, from rowing the pirate vessels, 
chained to the oar, between the decks, and was restored 
to health and returned to his friends, blessing the day he 
had been brought into the curving harbour of Rhodes, 
with the fine fortified town of churches and monasteries 
Some eighteen years after the conquest of Rhodes, the 
whole island was filled with dismay by the ravages of an 
enormous creature, living m a morass at the foot of Mount 
St Stephen, about two miles from the city of Rhodes 
Tradition calls it a dragon, and whether it w^ere a croco- 
dile or a serpent is uncertain There is reason to think 
that the monsters of early creation were slow in becoming 
extinct, or it is not impossible that either a crocodile or 
a python might have been brought over by storms or 
currents from Africa, and have grown to a more formid- 
able size than usual in solitude among the marshes, while 
the island was changing owners The reptile, whatever it 
might be, was the object of extreme dread , it devoured 
sheep and cattle, when they came down to the water, and 
even young shepherd-boys were missing And the pil- 
grimage to the Chapel of St Stephen, on the hill above its 
iair, was especially a service of danger, for pilgrims were 
believed to be snapped up by the dragon before they could 
mount the hill 

Several knights had gone out to attempt the destiuction 
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of the creataie, but not one had returned, and at last the 
Grand Master, Helion de Villeneuve, forbade any further 
attacks to be made The dragon is said to have been 
covered with scales that were perfectly impenetrable either 
to arrows or any cutting weapon , and the severe loss that 
encounters with him had cost the Order, convinced the 
Grand Master that he must be let alone 

However, a young knight, named Dieudonn6 de Gozon, 
Was by no means willing to acquiesce in the decree , per- 
haps all the less because it came after he had once gone 
out in quest of the monster, but had returned, by his own 
confession, without striking a blow He requested leave 
Oi absence, and went home for a time to his father's castle 
of Gozon, m Languedoc , and there he caused a model of 
the monster to be made He had observed that the scales 
did not protect the animal’s belly, though it was almost 
impossible to get a blow at it, owing to its tremendous 
teeth, and the furious strokes of its length of tail He 
therefore caused this part of his model to be made hollow, 
and filled with food, and obtaining two fierce young mas- 
tiffs, he trained them to fly at the under side of the 
monster, while he mounted his war-horse, and endeavoured 
to accustom it likewise to attack the strange shape without 
swerving 

When he thought the education of horse and dogs 
complete, he returned to Rhodes , but fearing to be pre- 
vented from carrying out his design, he did not land at 
the city, but on a remote part of the coast, whence he 
made his way to the chapel of St Stephen There, after 
having recommended himself to Go^ he left his two 
French squires, desiring them to return home if he were 
slam, but to watch and come to him if he killed the 
dragon, or were only hurt by it He then rode down the 
hill-side, and towards the haunt of the aragon It roused 
Itself at his advance, and at first he*^ charged it with 
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his lance, which was perfectly useless against the scales 
His horse was* quick to perceive the difference between 
the true and the false monster, and started back, so that 
he was forced to leap to the ground , but the two dogs 
were more staunch, and sprang at the animal, whilst their 
master struck at it with his sword, but still without reaching 
a vulnerable part, and a blow from the taxi had thro’vvn 
him down, and the dragon was turning upon him, when 
the movement left the undefended belly exposed Both 
mastiffs fastened on it at once, and the knight, regaining 
his feet, thrust his sword into it There was a death- 
grapple, and finally the servants, coming down the hill, 
found their knight lying apparently dead under the carcase 
of the dragon When they had extricated him, taken off 
his helmet, and sprinkled him with water, he recovered, 
and presently was led into the city amid the ecstatic 
shouts of the whole populace, who conducted him m 
tnumph to the palace of the Grand Master 
We have seen how Titus Manlius was requited by his 
father for his breach of discipline It was somewhat in 
the same manner that Helion de Villeneuve received 
Dieudonne We borrow Schilier^s beautiful version of th% 
conversation that took place, as the young knight, pale 
with his black mantle rent, his shining axmour dm ed, his 
scarlet surcoat stained with blood, came into the Ki ights’ 
Great Hall 

Severe and grave was the Master^s brow. 

Quoth he, * A hero bold art thou 
By valour ’tis that knights are known , 

A vahant spirit hast thou shown , 

But the first duty of a knight, 

Now tell, who vows for Christ to fight 
And bears the Cross on his coat of mail ’ 

The listeners all with fear grew pale. 

While, bending lowly, spake the knight, 

His cheeks with blushes burning, 

* ^he Cross would bear aright 

ObMience must be learning ’ ’’ 
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Even after hearing the account of the conflictj the 
Grand Master did not abate his displeasure 

** My son, the spoiler of the land 
Lies slain by thy victorious hand — 

Thou art the people’s god, but so 
Thou art become thme Order’s foe , 

A deadlier foe thine heart has bred 
Than this which by thy hand is, dead, 

That seipent still the heart defilmg 
To rum and to stnfe beguiling 
It is that spirit rash and bold, 

That scorns the bands of order, 

Rages against them uncontrolled 
Till earth is m disorder 

“ * Courage by Saracens is shown, 

Submission is the Christian’s own , 

And where our Saviour, high and holy, 

Wandered a pilgrim poor and lowly 
Upon that ground with mystery fraught. 

The fathers of our Order taught 

1 he duty hardest to fulfil 

Is to give up our own self will — 

Thou art elate with glory vam 
Away then from my sight ’ 

Who can his Saviour’s yoke disdain. 

Bears not his Cross anght ’ 

** An angry cry burst from the crowd, 

The hall rang with their tumult loud , 

Each knightly brother prayed for grace 
The victor downward bent his face, 

Aside his cloak m silence laid, 

Kissed the Grand Master’s hand, nor stayed 
The Master watched him from the hall, 

Then summoned him with loving call, 

* Come to embiace me, noble son, 

Thine is the conquest of the soul , 

Take up the Cross, now truly won, 

By meekness and by self control ’ ” 

The probation of Dieudonne is said to have been some- 
what longer than the poem represents, but after the claims 
of discmline had been established, he Jbecame a great 



154 


A BOOK OF 


favourite with stern old Villeneuve, and the dragon’s head 
was set up over the gate of the city, where Thevenot pro- 
fessed to have seen it in the seventeenth century, and 
said that it was larger than that of a horse, with a huge 
mouth and teeth and very laige eyes The name of 
Rhodes is said to come from a Phoenician word, meaning 
a serpent, and the Greeks called this the isle of serpents, 
which is all in favour of the truth of the story But, on 
the other hand, such traditions often are piompted by the 
sight of the fossil skeletons of the dragons of the elder 
world, and are generally to be met with vhere such 
minerals prevail as are found m the noithern part of 
Rhodes The tale is disbelieved by many, but it is hard 
to suppose It an entire invention, though the description 
of the monster may have been exaggerated 
Dieudonne de Gozon was elected to the Grand Master- 
ship after the death of Villeneuve, and is said to have 
voted for himself If so, it seems as if he might have had, 
m his earlier days, an overweening opinion of his own 
abilities However, he was an excellent Grand Master, a 
great soldier, and much beloved by all the poor peasants 
of the island, to whom he was exceedingly kind He died 
1353? and his tomb is said to have been only inscribed 
With these words, ^‘Here lies the Dragon Slayer ” 
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THE KEYS OF CALAIS 

1347 

Nowhere does the continent of Europe approach Great 
Britain so closely as at the straits of Dover, and when 
our sovereigns were full of the vain hope of obtaining the 
crown of France, or at least of regaining the great posses- 
sions that their forefathers had owned as French nobles, 
there was no spot so coveted by them as the fortress of 
Calais, the possession of which gave an entrance into 
France 

Thus It was that when, in 1346, Edward III had beaten 
Philippe VI at the battle of Crecy, the first use he made 
of his victory was to march upon Calais, and lay siege to 
It The walls were exceedingly strong and solid, mighty 
defences of masonry, of huge thickness and like rocks 
for solidity, guarded it, and the king knew that it would 
be useless to attempt a direct assault Indeed, during all 
the middle ages, the modes of protecting fortifications 
were far more efficient than the modes of attacking them 
The walls could be made enormously massive, the towers 
raised to a great height, and the defenders so completely 
sheltered by battlements that they could not easily be 
injured, and could take aim from the top of their turrets, 
or from their loop-hole windows The gates had absolute 
little castles of their own, a moat flowed round the walls 
full of water, and only capable of being crossed by a 
drawbridge, behind which the portcullis, a giating armed 
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beneath with spikes, was always ready to drop from the arch- 
way of the gate and close up the entrance The only chance 
of taking a fortress by direct attack was to fill up the moat 
with earth and faggots, and then raise ladders against the 
walls , or else to drive engines against the defences, batter- 
ing-rams which struck them with heavy beams, mangonels 
which launched stones, sows whose arched wooden backs 
protected troops of workmen who tried to undermine the 
wall, and moving towers consisting of a succession of 
stages or shelves, filled with soldiers, and with a bridge 
with iron hooks, capable of being launched from the 
highest storey to the top of the battlements The besieged 
could generally disconcert the battermg-ram by hanging 
beds or mattresses over the walls to receive the brunt of 
the blow, the sows could be crushed with heavy stones, 
the towers burnt by well directed flaming missiles, the 
ladders overthrown, and in general the besiegers suffered 
a great deal more damage than they could inflict Cannon 
had indeed just been brought into use at the battle ol 
Crecy, but they only consisted of iron bars fastened 
together with hoops, and were as yet of little use, and thus 
there seemed to be little danger to a well guarded city 
from any enemy outside the walls 
King Edward arrived before the place with all his vic- 
torious army early in August, his good knights and squires 
arrayed m glittering steel armour, covered with surcoats 
nchly embroidered with their heraldic bearings , his stout 
men-at-arms, each of whom was attended by three bold 
followers , and his archers, with their cross-bows to shoot 
bolts, and long-bows to shoot arrows of a yard long, so 
that It used to be said that each went into battle with 
three men^s lives under his girdle, namely the three arrows 
he kept there ready to his hand With the king was 
his son, Edward, Pnnce of Wales, who had just won the 
golden spurs of knighthood so gallantly at Crecy, when 
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only in his seventeenth year, and likewise the famous 
Hainault knight, Sir Walter Mauny, and all that was 
noblest and bravest in England 

This whole glittering army, at their head the kmg^s 
great royal standard bearing the golden lilies of France 
quartered with the lions of England, and each troop 
guided by the square banner, swallow-tailed pennon or 
pointed pennoncel of their leader, came marching to the 
gates of Calais, above which floated the blue standard of 
France with its golden flowers, and with it the banner of 
the govenor, Sir Jean de Vienne A herald, m a rich 
long robe embroidered with the arms of England, rode 
up to the gate, a trumpet soundihg before him, and called 
upon Sir Jean de Vienne to give up the place to Edward, 
King of England, and of France, as he claimed to be 
Sir Jean made answer that he held the town for Philippe, 
King of France, and that he would defend it to the last , 
the herald rode back again and the English began the 
siege of the city 

At first they only encamped, and the people of Calais 
must have seen the whole plain covered with the white 
canvas tents, marshalled round the ensigns of the leaders, 
and here and there a more gorgeous one displaying 
the colours of the owner Still there was no attack upon 
the walls The warriors were to be seen walking about 
in the leathern suits they wore under their armour, or 
if a party was to be seen with their coats of mail on, 
helmet on head, and lance in hand, it was not against 
Calais that they came, they rode out into the country, and 
by and by might be seen driving back before them herds 
of cattle and flocks of sheep or pigs that they had seized 
and taken away from the poor peasants , and at night 
the sky would show red lights where farms and home' 
steads had been set on fire After a time, in front of the 
tents, the English were to be seen hard at work with 
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beams and boards, setting up huts for themselves, and 
thatching them over "with straw or broom These wooden 
houses were all ranged m regular streets, and there was a 
market-place in the midst, whither every Saturday came 
farmers and butchers to sell corn and meat, and hay for the 
horses , and the English mex chants and Flemish weavers 
would come by sea and by land to bring cloth, bread, 
weapons, and everything that could be needed to be sold 
in this warlike market 

The Governor, Sir Jean de Vienne, began to perceive that 
the King did not mean to waste his men by making vain 
attacks on the strong walls of Calais, but to shut up the en- 
trance by land, and watch the coast by sea so as to prevent 
any piovisions fiom being taken in, and so to starve him 
into surrendering Sir Jean de Vienne, howevei, hoped that 
before he should be entirely reduced by famine, the King 
of France would be able to get together another army and 
come to his relief, and at any rate he was determined to 
do his duty, and hold out for his master to the last But as 
food was already beginning to grow scarce, he was obliged 
to turn out such persons as could not fight and had no 
stores of their own, and so one Wednesday morning he 
caused all the poor to be brought together, men, women, 
and children, and sent them all out of the town, to the 
number of 1 700 It was probably the truest mercy, for 
he had no food to give them, and they could only have 
starved miserably within the town, or have hindered him 
from saving it for his soveieign , but to them it was 
dreadful to be driven out of house and home, straight 
down upon the enemy, and they went along weeping and 
wailing, till the English soldiers met them and asked wh> 
they had come out They answered that they had been put 
out because they had nothing to eat, and their sorrowful, 
famished looks gained pity for them King Edward sent 
orders that not only should they go safely through his camp, 
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but that they should all rest, and have the fiist hearty 
dinner that they had eaten for many a day, and he sent 
e\ery one a small sum of money before they left the camp, 
so that many of them went on their way praying aloud for 
the enemy who had been so kind to them 

A great deal happpened whilst King Edward kept 
watch in his wooden town and the citizens of Calais 
guarded their walls England was invaded by King 
David II of Scotland, with a great army, and the good 
Queen Philippa, who was left to govern at home in the 
name of her little son Lionel, assembled all the forces 
that were left at home, and sent them to meet him And 
one autumn day, a ship crossed the Straits of Dover, and a 
messenger brought King Edward letters from his Queen 
to say that the Scots army had been entirely defeated at 
Nevii’s Cross, near Durham, and that their King was a 
prisoner, but that he had been taken by a squire named 
John Copeland, who would not give him up to her 

King Edward sent letters to John Copeland to come to 
him at Calais, and when the squire had made his journey, 
the King took him by the hand saying, Ha » welcome, 
my squire, who by his valour has captured our adversar\ 
the King of Scotland ” 

Copeland, falling on one knee, replied, " If God, out of 
His great kindness, has given me the King of Scotland, 
no one ought to be jealous of it, for God can, when He 
pleases, send His grace to a poor squire as well as to a great 
Lord Sir, do not take it amiss if I did not surrender him 
to the orders of mv lady the Queen, for I hold my lands of 
’you, and my oath is to you, not to her” 

The King was not displeased with his squire’s sturdi- 
ness, but made him a knight, gave him a pension of 500/ 
a year, and desired him to surrender his prisoner to the 
Queen, as his own representative This was accordingly 
done, and King David was lodged in the Tower of London 



i6o 


A BOOK OF 


Soon after, three days before All Saints’ Day, there was a 
large and gay fleet to be seen crossing from the white 
cliffs of Dover, and the King, his son, and his knights 
rode down to the landing-place to welcome plump, fair- 
haired Queen Philippa, and all her tram of ladies, who had 
come in great numbers to visit their husbands, fathers, or 
brothers m the wooden town Then there was a great 
court, and numerous feasts and dances, and the knights^ 
and squires were constantly striving who could do the 
bravest deed of prowess to please the ladies The King 
of France had placed numerous knights and men-at-arms 
in the neighbouring towns and castles, and there were 
constant fights whenever the English went out foraging, 
and many bold deeds that were much admired were done 
The great point was to keep provisions out of the town, and 
there was much fighting between the Fiench who tried to 
bring in supplies, and the English who intercepted them 
Very little was brought in by land, and Sir Jean de 
Vienne and his garrison w^ould have been quite starved but 
for two sailors of Abbeville, named Marant and Mestriel, 
\^ho knew the coast thoroughly, and often, in the dark 
autumn evenings, would guide in a vhole fleet of little 
boats, loaded with bread and meat for the starving men 
within the city They were often chased by King Edward’s 
vessels, and were sometimes very nearly taken, but they 
always managed to escape, and thus they still enabled 
the garrison to hold out 

So all the winter passed, Christmas was kept with bnl- 
liant feastings and high merriment by the King and his 
Queen m their wooden palace outside, and with lean cheeks 
and scanty fare by the besieged within Lent was strictly 
observed perforce by the besieged, and Easter brought a 
betrothal in the English camp , a very unwilling one on 
the part of the bridegroom, the young Count of Flanders, 
who loved the French much better than the English, and 
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had only been tormented into giving his consent by his 
unruly vassals because they depended on the wool of 
English sheep for their cloth works So, though King 
Edward’s daughter Isabel was a beautiful fair-haired 
girl of fifteen, the young Count would scarcely look at 
her, and in the last week before the marriage day, while 
her robes and her jewels were being prepared, and her 
father and mother were arranging the presents they should 
make to all their court on the wedding-day, the bride- 
groom, when out hawking, gave his attendants the slip, 
and galloped off to Pans, where he was welcomed bv 
King Philippe 

This made Edward very wiathful, and more than ever 
determined to take Calais About Whitsuntide he Com- 
pleted a great wooden castle upon the sea-shore, and placed 
m it numerous warlike engines, with forty men-at-arms 
and 200 archers, who kept such a watch upon the haibour 
that not even the two Abbeville sailors could enter it, 
without having their boats crushed and sunk by the great 
stones that the mangonels launched upon them The 
townspeople began to feel what hunger really was, but 
their spirits were kept up b> the hope that their King was 
at last collecting an army for their rescue 

And Philippe did collect all his forces, a great and noble 
army, and came one night to the hill of Sangate, just 
behmd the English army, the knights’ armour glancing 
and their pennons flying m the moonlight, so as to be a 
beautiful sight to the hungry gamson who could see the 
white tents pitched upon the hill side Still there we^-c 
but two roads by which the French could reach their 
friends in the town— one along the sea-coast, the other 
by a marshy road higher up the countrv, and there was 
but one bridge by which the nver could be crossed 
The English King’s fleet could prevent any troops from 
passing along the coast road, the Earl of Derby guarded 
M 
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the bridge, and there was a great tower, strongly fortified, 
close upon Calais There were a few skirmishes, but 
the French King, finding it difficult to force his way to 
relieve the town, sent a party of knights with a challenge 
to King Edward to come out of his camp and do battle 
upon a fair field 

To this Edward made answer, that he had been nearly 
a year before Calais, and had spent large sums of money 
on the siege, and that he had nearly become master of the 
place, so ^hat he had no intention of coming out only to 
gratify his ad\ ersary, who must try some other road if he 
could not make his way in by that before him 

Three days were spent in parleys, and then, without the 
slightest effort to rescue the brave, patient men within 
the town, away went King Philippe of France, with all his 
men, and the garrison saw the host that had crowded the 
hiil of Sangate melt away like a summer cloud 

August had come again, and they had suffered privation 
for a whole year for the sake of the King who deserted 
them at their utmost need They were in so grievous a 
$tate of hunger and distress that the hai diest could endure 
no more, for e\er since Whitsuntide no fresh piovisions 
had reached them The Governor, therefore, went to the 
battlements and made signs that he wished to hold a 
parley, and the King appointed Lord Basset and Sir 
Walter Manny to meet him, and appoint the terms of 
surrender 

The Governor owned tliat the garrison was reduced to 
the greatest extremity of distress, and requested that the 
King would be contented with obtaining the city and 
foi tress, leaving the soldiers and inhabitants to depai^ in 
peace 

But Sir Walter Mauny w^as forced to make answei 
that the King, his lord, was so much enraged at the delay 
and expense that Calais had cost him, that he would 
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only consent to receive the whole on unconditional 
terms, leaving him free to slay, or to ransom, or make 
piisoners whomsoever he pleased, and he was known to 
consider that there was a heavy reckoning to pay, both 
for the trouble the siege had cost him and the damage the 
Calesians had previously done to his ships 

The brave answer was “ These conditions are too 
hard for us We are but a small number of knights and 
squiies, who have loyally served our lord and master as 
^ou would have done, and have suffered much ill and dis- 
quiet, but we will endure fai moie than any man has done 
in such a post, befoie we consent that the smallest boy 
in the town shall fare worse than ourselves I therefore 
entreat you, for pity’s sake, to return to the King and beg 
him to have compassion, for I have such an opmion of 
his gallantry that I think he will alter his mind ” 

The King’s mind seemed, howev er, sternly made up , and 
all that Sir Walter Mauny and the barons of the counal 
pould obtain from him was that he would pardon the 
gfarnson and towmsmen on condition that six of the chief 
citizens should present themselves to him, coming forth 
with bare feet and heads, with halters round their necks, 
carrying the keys of the town, and becoming absolutely 
his own to punish for their obstinacy as he should 
think fit 

On hearing this reply, Sn Jean de Vienne begged Sir 
Walter Mauny to wait till he could consult the citizens, 
and, repairing to the market-place, he caused a great bell 
to be rung, at sound of which all the inhabitants came 
together in the town-hall When he told them of these 
hard terms he could not refrain from weeping bitterlv, 
and wailing and lamentation arose all round him Should 
all starve together, or sacnfice their best and most 
honoured after all suffering m common so long ? 

Then a voice was heard it was that of the richest 
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burgher in the town, Eustache de St Pierre Messieurs, 
high and low,’* he said, it would be a sad pity to suffer 
so many people to die through hunger, if it could be pre- 
vented , and to hinder it would be meritorious in the eyes 
of oui Saviour I have such faith and trust m finding 
grace before God, if I die to save my townsmen, that I 
name myself as first of the six ” 

As the burgher ceased, his fellow-townsmen wept aloud, 
and many, amid tears and gioans, threw themselves at 
his feet m a tiansport of grief and gratitude Another 
citizen, very rich and respected, rose up and said, I will 
be second to my comrade, Eustache ” His name was Jean 
Daire After him, Jacques Wissant, another veiy nch 
man, offered himself as companion to these, who were 
both his cousins , and his bi other Pierre would not be 
left behind and two more, unnamed, made up this gallant 
band of men willing to offer their lives for the rescue of 
their fellow-townsmen 

Sir Jean de Vienne mounted a little horse — for he had 
been wounded, and was still lame — and came to the 
gate with them, followed by all the people of the town, 
weeping and wailmg, yet, for their own sakes and their 
children’s, not daring to prevent the sacrifice The gates 
were opened, the governor and the six passed out, and the 
gates were again shut behind them Sir Jean then rode 
up to Sir Walter Mauny, and told him how these burghers 
had voluntarily offered themselves, begging him to do all 
in his power to save them , and Sir Walter promised with 
his whole heart to plead their cause De Vienne then 
went back into the town, full of heaviness and anxiety , 
and the six citizens were led by Sir Walter to the presence 
of the King, in his full court They all knelt down, and 
the foremost said ^^Most gallant King, you see before 
you six burghers of Calais, who have all been capital 
merchants^ and who bnng ^ou the keys of the castle and 
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town We yield ourselves to your absolute will and plea- 
sure, in order to save the remainder of the inhabitants of 
Calais, who have suffered much distress and misery Con- 
descend, theiefore, out of your nobleness of mind, to have 
pity on us ” 

Stiong emotion was excited among all the barons and 
knights who stood round, as they saw the resigned coun- 
tenances, pale and thin with patiently-endured hunger, of 
these venerable men, offering themselves m the cause of 
their fellow-townsmen Many tears of pity were shed , 
but the King still showed himself implacable, and com- 
manded that they should be led away, and their heads 
stricken off Sir Walter Mauny interceded for them vith 
all his might, even telling the King that such an execution 
would tarnish his honour, and that reprisals would be 
made on his own garrisons , and all the nobles joined in 
entreating pardon for the citizens, but still without effect , 
and the headsman had been actually sent for, when 
Queen Philippa, her eyes streaming with tears, threw 
herself on her knees amongst the captives, and said, 

Ah, gentle sir, since I have crossed the sea, with much 
danger, to see you, I have never asked you one favour , 
now I beg as a boon to myself, for the sake of the Son of 
the Blessed Mary, and for your love to me, that you will 
be merciful to these men * ” 

For some time the King looked at her m silence , then 
he exclaimed Dame, dame, would that you had been 
anywhere than here ^ You have entreated m such a 
manner that I cannot refuse you , I therefore give these 
men to you, to do as you please with 

Joyfully did Queen Philippa conduct the six citizens to 
her own apartments, where she made them welcome, sent 
them nev/ garments, entertained them with a plentiful 
dinner, and dismissed them each with a gift of six nobles 
After this, Sir Walter Mauny entered the city, and took 
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possession of it, retaining Sii Jean de Vienne and the 
othei knights and squires till they should ransom them- 
selves, and sending out the old Fiench inhabitants , for 
the King was resolved to people the city entiiely with 
English, in order to gam a thoroughly strong hold of this 
first step in France 

The King and Queen took up their abode in the city , 
and the houses of Jean Daire were, it appears, granted to 
the Queen — peihaps, because she considered the man 
himself as her chaige, and wished to secure them for 
him— and her little daughtei JMaigaret was shortly after, 
born in one of his houses Eustache de St Pierre was 
taken into high favour, and was placed in charge of the 
new citizens vhom the King placed in the city 

Indeed, as this story is told by no chionicler but 
Froissart, some have doubted of it, and thought the 
violent resentment thus imputed to Edwaid III incon 
sistent with his general character , but it is evident that 
the men of Calais had given him strong provocation hy 
attacks on his shipping— piracies which are not easil) 
forgiven— and that he considered that he had a right to 
make an example of them It is not unlikely that he 
might, after all, have intended to forgive them, and have 
given the Queen the grace of obtaining their pardon, so as 
to excuse himself from the fulfilment of some over-hasty 
threat But, however this may have been, nothing can 
lessen the glory of the six grave and patient men who 
went forth, by their own free will, to meet what might be 
a cruel and disgraceful death, in order to obtain the safety 
of their fellow-townsmen 

Very recently, in the summer of 1864, an instance has 
occurred of self-devotion worthy to be recorded with that 
of Eustache de St Pierre The City of Palmyra, in 
Tennessee, one of the Southern States of America, had 
been occupied by' a Federal army An oB.cefof this army 
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was assassinated and, on the cruel and mistaken system of 
taking repiisals, the general arrested ten of the pimcipal 
inhabitants, and condemned them to be shot, as deeming 
the city responsible for the lives of his officers One of 
them was the highly respected father of a large family, and 
could ill be spared A young man, not related to him, 
upon this, came forward and insisted on being taken in his 
stead, as a less valuable life And great as was the distress 
of his friend, this generous substitution was carried out, 
and not only spared a father to his children, but showed 
how the sharpest strokes of barbarity can still elicit light 
from the dark stone — light that but for these blow^s might 
have slept unseen 
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THE BATTLE OF SEMPACH 
J397 

Nothing m history has been more xemarkable than the 
union of the cantons and cities of the little republic ot 
Switzerland Of differing races, languages, and, latterly, 
even religions — unlike in habits, tastes, opinions and cos- 
tumes — the} ha\e, however, been held together, as it were, 
by pressure from without, and one spirit of patriotism has 
kept the little mountain republic complete for five hundred 
years 

Oiiginally the lands were fiefs of the Holy Roman 
Empire, the city municipalities owning the Emperor for 
their lord, and the great family of Hapsburg, in whom 
the Empire became at length hereditary, was in reality 
Swiss, the county that gave them ti J,e lying in the canton 
of Aarganjr Rodolf of Hapsburg was elected leader of the 
burghers of Zurich, long before he was chosen to the 
Empire , and he continued a Swiss m heart, retaining his 
mountaineer’s open simplicity and honesty to th^ end of 
his life Privileges were granted by him to the cities and 
the nobles, and the country was loyal and prosperous in 
his reign 

His son Albert, the same who was slain by his nephew 
Johann, as before mentioned, permitted those tyrannies of 
Ins bailiffs which goaded the Swiss to their celebrated 
revolt, and commenced the long senes of wars with the 
House of Hapsburg— or, as it was now termift, of Austria 
— which finally estabilshed their independence 
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On the one side, the Dukes of Austria and their pon- 
derous German chivalry, wanted to reduce the cantons 
and cities to vassalage, not to the Imperial Cro\^n, a 
distant and scarcely felt obligation, but to the Duchy of 
Austria , on the other, the hardy mountain peasants and 
stout burghers well knew their true position, and were 
aware that to admit the Austrian usurpation would expose 
their young men to be drawn upon for the Duke’s wars, 
cause their property to be subject to perpetual rapacious 
exactions, and fill their hills with castles for ducal bailiffs, 
who would be little better than licensed robbers No 
wonder, then, that the generation of William Tell and 
Arnold Melchthal bequeathed a resolute purpose of re- 
sistance to their descendants 

It was in 1397, ninety >ears since the first assertion of 
Swiss independence, when Leopold the Handsome, Duke 
of Austria, a bold but misproud and violent pnnce, in- 
volved himself in one of the constant quarrels with the 
Swiss that were always arising on account of the insulting 
exactions of toll and tribute in the Austrian border cities 
A sharp war broke out, and the Swiss cit> of Lucerne 
took the opportunity of destroying the Austrian castle 
of Rothemburg, where the tolls had been |prticularl} 
vexatious, and of admitting to their league the cities of 
Sempach and Richensee 

Leopold and all the neighbounng nobles imited their 
forces Hatred and contempt of the Swiss, as low-bom 
and presumptuous, spurred them on , and twenty mes- 
sengers reached the Duke m one day, with promises of 
support, in his march against Sempach and Lucerne He 
had sent a large force in the direction of Zurich with Johann 
Bonstetten, and advanced himself with 4,000 horse and 
1,400 foot upon Sempach Zundh undertook its own 
defence, anS^the Forest cantons sent their brave peasants 
to the support of Lucerne and Sexnpach, but only to the 
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number of 1,300, who, on the 9th of July, took post m the 
woods around the little lake of Sempach Meanwhile, 
Leopold’s troops rode lound the wails of the little city, 
insulting the inhabitants , one holding up a halter, which 
he said was for the chief magistrate , and another, point- 
ing to the reckless waste that his comrades were per 
petrating on the fields, shouted, Send a breakfast to the 
reaper:^ ” The burgomaster pointed to the woods where 
his allies lay hid, and answered, “ My masters of Lucerne 
and their friends will bnng it ” 

The story of that day was told by one of the ourghers 
who fought m the ranks of Lucerne, a shoemaker, named 
Albert Tchudi, who w^as both a brave warn or and a master- 
singer, and as his ballad was translated by another 
master-smger, Sir Walter Scott, and is the spirited recoid 
of an e>e-wntness, we wall quote from him some of his 
descriptions of the battle and its golden deed 
The Duke’s wiser friends proposed to wait till he could 
be joined by Bonstetten and the troops who had gone 
towards Zurich, and the Baron von Hasenberg (t e hare- 
rock) strongly urged this prudent counsel , but — 

“ *0 Hare Castle, thou heart of hare 
^ Fierce Oxenstiem he cried, 

Shalt see then how the game will fare,’ 

The taunted knight replied ” 

This 1 ery noon,” said the younger knight to the Duke, 
we will deliver up to you this handful of villains 

And thuj> they to each other said, 

‘Yon handful down to hew 
Will be no boastful tale to tell, 

The peasants are so few ’ ” 

Charactenstically enough, the doughty cobbler describes 
how the first execution that took place was the lopping off 
the long-peaked toes of the boots that the gentlemen wrore 
chained to their knees, and which would have impeded 
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thejm on foot , since it had been decided that the horrses 
were too much tired to be serviceable in the action 

“ There was lacmg then of helmets bright. 

And closing ranks amain, 

The peaks they hewed fiom their boot points 
Might veil mgh load a wain ” 

They were drawn up in a solid compact body, piesent- 
mg an unbroken line of spears, projecting beyond the 
vail of gay shields and poLshed impenetrable aimour 
The Swiss were not only lew in number, but aimour 
was scarce among them , some had only boards fastened 
on their arms by way of shields, some had halberts, vhich 
had been used by their fatheis at the battle of Morgarten, 
others two-handed swords and battle-axes Thej drew 
themselves up m form of a wedge and 

*‘lhe gallant Swiss confederates then 
They piayed to God aloud, 

And He displaced His mnbow fair, 

Against a swarthy cloud ” 

Then they rushed upon the semed speais, but in %iiin 
‘ The game was nothing sweet ’ 

The banner of Lucerne w^as m the utmost danger, the 
Landamman was slam, and sixty of his men, and not an 
Austrian had been wounded The flanks of the Austnan 
host began to advance so as to inclose the small peasant 
force, and involve it in irremediable destruction A 
moment of dismay and stillness ensued Then Ainola 
von Winkelned of Unterwalden, with an eagle glance 
saw the only means of saving his country, and, with the 
decision of a man who dares by dying to do all things, 
shouted aloud I will open a passage ” 

have a virtuous wife at home, 

^ wife and infant son 

I leave them to my country's care^ 

Tie field shall yet be won ** 
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He rushed against the Austrian band 
In desperate career, 

And with his body, breast, and hand, 

Bore down each hostile spear , 

Four lances splintered on his crest, 

Six shivered m his side. 

Still on the seriied hies he pressed, 

He bioke their ranks and died 

The very weight of the desperate charge of this self- 
devoted man opened a breach in the line of spears In 
rushed the Swiss wedge, and the weight of the nobles’ 
armour and length of their spears was onl> encumbering 
They began to fall before the Swiss blows, and Duke 
Leopold was urged to fly I had lather die honourabl> 
than live with dishonoui,” he said He saw his standard- 
bearer stnick to the ground, and seizing his banner from 
his hand, waved it over his head, and threw himself 
among the thickest of the foe His corpse was found 
amid a heap of slam, and no less than 2,000 of his com- 
panions perished with him, of whom a third are said to 
have been counts, barons and knights 

** Then lost was banner, spear and shield 
At Sempach in the flight , 

The cloister vaults at IConigsfeldt 
Hold many an Austnan kmght * 

The Swiss only lost 200 , but, as they were spent with 
the excessive heat of the July sun, they did not pursue 
their enemies They gave thanks on the battle-field to 
the God of victones, and the next day buried the dead, 
carrying Duke Leopold and twent> -seven of his most 
illustrious companions to the Abbey of Konigsfeld, where 
they buried him m the old tomb of his forefathers, the 
lords of Aargau, who had been laid there in the good old 
times, before the house of Hapsburg had ^rown arrogant 
with success 
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As to the master singer, he tells us of himself that 

“ A merry man was he, I wot, 

The night he made the lay. 

Returning from the bloody spot 
Where God had judged the day ” 

On every 9th of July subsequently, the people of the 
country have been wont to assemble on the battle-field, 
around four stone crosses which mark the spot A priest 
from a pulpit in the open air gives a thanksgiving sermon 
on the victory that insuied the freedom of Switzerland, 
and another reads the narrative of the battle, and the roll 
of the brave 200, who, after Wmkelried’s example, gave 
their lives in the cause All this is m the face of the 
mountains and the lake now lying m summer stillness, 
and the harvest fields whose crops are secure from ma- 
rauders, and the congregation then proceed to the small 
chapel, the walls of which are painted with the deed of 
Arnold von Wmkelned, and the other distinguished 
achievements of the confederates, and masses are sung 
for the souls of those who were slam No wonder that 
men thus nurtured in the memory of such actions were, 
even to the fall of the French monarchy, among the most 
trustworthy soldiery^ of Europe 
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THE CONSTANT PRINCE 

1433 

The lilustnous days of Portugal were during the cen- 
tury and a half of the dynasty termed the House of Aviz, 
because its founder, Dom Joao I had been grand master 
of the military order of Aviz 

His right to the throne was questionable, or more truly 
null, and he had only obtained the crown from the desire 
of the nation to be independent of Castille, and by the 
assistance of our own John of Gaunt, whose daughter, 
Philippa of Lancaster, became his wife, thus connecting 
the glones of his line with our own house of Plantagenet 
Philippa was greatly beloved m Portugal, and was a 
most noble-minded woman, who infused her own spirit 
into her children She had five sons, ana when they all had 
attained an age to be admitted to the order of knighthood, 
their father proposed to give a grand tournament in which 
they might evince their prowess This, however, seemed 
but play to the high-spinted youths, who had no doubt 
fed upon the story of the manner in which their uncle, 
the Black Pnnce, whose name was borne by the eldest, 
had won his spurs at Crepy Their entreaty was, not 
to be carpet knights dubbed in time of peace, and King 
Joao on the other hand objected to entenng on a wai 
meiely for the sake of knighting his sons At last Dom 
F ernando, the youngest of the brothers, a lad of fourteen# 
proposed that their knighthood should be earned by an 
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expedition to take Ceuta from the Moors A war with 
the infidel never came amiss, and was m fact regarded as 
a sacred duty, moreover, Ceuta was a nest of corsairs who 
infested the whole Mediterranean coast Up to the present 
centuiy the seaports along the Afncan coast of the 
Mediterranean have been the hives of pirates, whose small 
lapid vessels were the terror of e\ery unarmed ship that 
sailed in those vvaters, and whose descents upon the coasts 
of Spain, France and Italy rendered life and propert} 
constantly insecure A regular system of kidnapping 
prevailed, prisoners had their fixed price, and were 
cairied off to labour in the Afncan dock-yaids, or to be 
chained to the benches of the Moonsh ships which their 
oars propelled, until either a ransom could be procured 
from their fi lends, or they could be persuaded to become 
lenegades, or death put an end to their suifenngs A 
captivity among the Moors was by no means an uncom- 
mon circumstance even in the lives of Englishmen down 
to the eighteenth century, and pious persons frequently 
bequeathed sums of monej for the ransom of the poorei 
captives 

Ceuta, perched upon the somhem pillar of Hercules, 
was one of the most perilous of these dens of robbery, 
and to seize it might well appear a worthy action, not 
only to the fiery princes, but to their cautious father He 
kept nis designs absolutely secret, and contrived to obtain 
a plan of the towm by causing one of his vessels to put in 
there as in quest of provisions, w^hile, to cover his pre 
parations for war, he sent a public challenge to the Count 
of Holland, and a secret message at the same time, with 
the assurance that it was only a blind These proceedings 
were certainly underhand, and partook of treachery , but 
they were probably excused m the king^s own mind by 
the notion, that no faith was to be kept with unbelievers, 
and, moreover, such people as the Ceutans were likely 
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never to be wanting in the supply of pretexts for 
attack. 

Just as all was ready, the plague broke out in Lisbon, 
and the Queen fell sick of it Her husband would not 
leave her, and just before her death she sent for ajl her 
sons, and gave to each a sword, charging them to defend 
the widow and orphan, and to fight against the infidel 
In the full freshness of their sorrow, the King and his 
sons set sail from the Bay of Lagos, in the August of 
1415, with 59 galleys, 53 ships of war, and 120 transports, 
the largest fleet ever yet sent forth by the little kingdom, 
and the first that had left a Peninsular port with the 
banners and streamers of which the more northern arma- 
ments were so profuse 


The governor of Ceuta, Zala ben Zala, was not unpre- 
pared for the attack, and had coUected 5,000 allies to 
resist the Christians , but a great stoim having dispersed 
the fleet on the first day of its appearance, he thought the 
danger over, and dismissed his friends On the 14th August, 
however, the whole fleet again appeared, and the King, in 
a httle boat, directed the landing of his men, led by his sons, 
the In&ntes Duarte and Henrique The Moors gave way 
before them, and they entered the city with 500 men 
among the flying enemy, and there, after a period of much 
danger, were joined by their brother Pedro The three 
fought their way to a mosque, where they defended them- 
selves till the King with the rest of his army made thur 
way im Zala ben Zala fled to the citadel, but, after one 
assault, quitted it in the night 

The Christian captives were released, the mosque puri- 
fied and consecrated as a cathedial, a bishop was ap- 
pointed, and the King gave the government of the place 
!,<■ Menezes, a knight of such known flde- 

hty Aat the king would not suffer him to take the oath of 
legiance An 'attempt was made bj the Moors four 
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)ears later to recover the place, but the Infantes Pedro 
and Hennque hurried from Portugal to succour Menezes, 
and drove back the besiegers , whereupon the Moors 
murdered their King, Abu Sayd, on whom they laid the 
blame of the disaster 

On the day eighteen years of the taking of Ceuta, King 
Joao died of the plague at Lisbon, on the 14th of August, 
1433 Duarte came to the throne , and, a few months 
after, his young brother, Fernando, persuaded him into 
fitting out another expedition to Africa, of which Tangier 
should be the object 

Duarte doubted of the justice of the war, and referred 
the question to the Pope, who decided against it , but the 
answer came too late, the preparations were made, and 
the Infantes Hennque and Fernando took the command 
Hennque was a most enlightened prince, a great mathe- 
matician and naval discoverer, but he does not appear to 
have made good use of his abilities on the present occa- 
sion , for, on arnvmg at Ceuta, and reviewing the troops, 
they proved to have but 8,000, instead of 14,000, as they 
had intended Still they proceeded, Hennque by land 
and Fernando by sea, and laid siege to Tangier, which 
was defended by their old enemy, Zala ben Zaia, E\ ery- 
thmg was against them their scaling-ladders were too 
short to reach to the top of the walls, and the Moors had 
time to collect in enormous numbers for the relief of the city, 
under the command of the kings of Fez and Morocco 

The little Chnstian army was caught as in a net, and, 
after a day's hard fighting, saw the necessity of re-em- 
barking All was arranged for this to be done at night , 
but a vile traitor, chaplam to the army, passed over to the 
Moors, and revealed their intention The beach was 
guarded, and the retreat cut off Another day of fighting 
passed, and at night hunger reduced them to eating their 
horses 

N 
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It was necessary to come to terms, and messengers were 
sent to tieat with the two kings The only terms on which 
the army could be allowed to depart w^ere that one of the 
Infantes should remain as a hostage for the delivery of 
Ceuta to the Moors For this purpose Fernando offered 
himself, though it was exceedingly doubtful whether Ceuta 
w ould be restored , and the Spanish poet, Calderon, puts 
into his mouth a generous message to his brother the 
King, that they both were Christian princes, and that his 
liberty was not to be weighed in the scale with their 
father’s fairest conquest 

Hennque was forced thus to leave his brave brother, 
and return with the remnants of his army to Ceuta, where 
he fell sick with grief and vexation He sent the fleet 
home , but it met with a great storm, and many vessels 
were driven on the coast of Andalusia, where, by orders 
of the king, the battered sailors and defeated soldiers 
were most kindly and generously treated 

Dorn Duarte, having m the meantime found out with 
how insufficient an army his brothers had been sent forth 
had equipped a fresh fleet, the amval of which at Ceuta 
cheered Hemique with hope of rescuing his brother , but 
It was soon followed by express orders from the King that 
Hennque should give up all such projects and return 
home He was obliged to comply, but, unable to look 
Duarte m the face, he retired to his own estates at the, 
Algarve 


Duarte convoked the States-general of the bngdom, to 
wnsid« whether Ceuta should be yielded to purchase his 
brother's freedom They decided that the place was too 
importMt to be parted with, but undertook to raise any 
sum of money for die ransom , and if this were not ac- 

cep^, proposed to ask the Pope to proclaim a crusade 
for his rescue 


At first Femandp was treated well, and kept at Tangier 
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as an honourable prisoner , but disappointment enraged 
tie Moors, and he thrown into a dungeon, staned, 
and maltreated All this usage he endured with the 
utmost calmness and resolution, and could by no means 
be threatened into entreating for liberty to be won at the 
cost of the now Chiistian city where his knighthood had 
been won 

His brother Duarte meantime endeavoured to laise the 
country for his deliverance , but the plague was still deso- 
lating Portugal, so that it was impossible to collect an 
^rmy, and the infection at length seized on the King him- 
self, from a letter which he incautiously opened, and he 
died, in his thirty-eighth year, in 1438, the sixth jear of 
his reign, and the second of his brother's captivit> His 
successor, Aifonso V , was a child of six years old, and 
quarrels and disputes between the Queen Mother and the 
Infante Dom Pedro rendered the chance of redeeming the 
captivity of Fernando less and less 

The King of Castille, and even the Moorish King of 
Granada, shocked at his suffenngs and touched b} his 
constancy, proposed to unite their forces against Tangier 
for his deliverance , but the effect of this w^as that Zala 
ben Zala made him over to Muley-Xeques, the King of 
Fez, by whom he was thrown into a dungeon without 
light or air After a time, he was brought back to day- 
light, but only to toil among the other Christian slaves, to 
whom he was a model of patience, resignation, and kind- 
ness Even his enemies became struck with admiration 
of his high qualities, and the King of Fez declared that 
he even deserved to be a Mahometan * 

At last, in 1443, Fernando’s captivity ended, but only 
by his death Muley Xeque caused a tall tower to be 
erected on his tomb, in memory of the victory of Tangier , 
but jtn 1473, two sons of Muley being made pnsoners by 
the Portuguese, one was ransomed for the body of Dom 
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Fernando, \\1io was then solemnly laid m the vaults of 
the beautiful Abbey of Batalha, on the field of Aljubarota, 
which had given his father the thione Universal honour 
attended the name of the Constant Piince, the Portuguese 
Regulus , and seldom as the Spanish admire anything 
Portuguese, a fine diama of the poet Calderon is foundea 
upon that noble spirit which pieferred dreary captivity 
to the yielding up his fathei’s conquest to the enemies of 
Ins countiy and religion Nor was this constancy thrown 
away , Ceuta remained a Christian city It was held by 
Portugal till the house of Avis was extinguished in Dom 
Sebastiao, and since that time has belonged to the crown 
of Spain 
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THE CARNIVAL OF PERTH 

1435 

It \/as bed-timej and the old \aultcd chambers of the 
Dominican monaster>" at Perth echoed ^\ith sounds that 
would seem inconginious in such a home of austerity, but 
that the disturbed state of Scotland rendered it the habit 
of her kings to attach their palaces to con\ ents, that they 
themselves might benefit b> the “ peace of the Church,” 
which was in geneial accorded to all sacred spots 
Thus It was that Christmas and Carnival time of 1435-6 
had been spent by the Court m the cloisters of Perth, 
and the dance, the song, and the tourne> had strangely 
contrasted with the grave and self-denying habits to 
which the Dominicans were de\o^ed in their neighbouring 
cells The festi\e season was neaily at an end, for it w^as 
the 20th of February , but the evening had been moie 
than usually ga> , and had been spent in games at chess, 
tables, or backgammon, reading romances of chualry, 
harping and singing King James himself, brave and 
handsome, and in the prime of life, w^as the blithest of 
the whole joyous party He was the most accomplished 
man in his dominions , for though he had been basely 
kept a prisoner at Windsor throughout his boyhood by 
Henry IV of England, an education had been bestowed 
on him far above what he would have otherwise ob- 
tained , and he was natuially a man of great ability, 
refinement, and strength of character Not only was he 
a p6:rfect knight on horseback, but in wrestling and run- 
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mng, throwing the hammer, and “putting the stane,” he 
had scarcely a rival, and he was skilled in all the learned 
lore of the time, wrote poetry, composed music both 
sacred and profane, and was a complete minstrel, able to 
sing beautifully and to play on the harp and organ His 
Queen, the beautiful Joan Beaufort, had been the lady 
of his minstrelsy in the days of his captivity, ever «=mce 
he had watched her walking on the slopes of Windsor 
Park, and wooed her in verses that are still preserved 
They had now been eleven years married, and their Court 
was one bnght spot of civilization, refinement, and grace, 
amid the savagery of Scotland And now, after the 
pleasant social evening, the Queen, with her long fair 
hair unbound, was sitting under the hands of her tire- 


women, who were preparing her for the night^s rest , and 
the King, m his furred nightgown, was standing before 
the bnght fire on the hearth of the wide chimney, laugh- 
ing and talking with the attendant ladies 


Yet dark hints had already been whispered, which 
might have cast a shadow over tnat careless mirth 
Always fierce and vindictive, the Scots had been growing 
more and more lawless and savage ever since the dis* 
puted succession of Bruce and Balhol had unsettled all 
roval authonty, and led to one perpetual war with the 
English The twenty years of James’s captivity had 
been the worst of all — ^almost every noble was a robber 
Aief , Scottish Borderer preyed upon English borderer, 
Hightoder upon Lowlander, knight upon traveller, every 
one who had aimour upon him who had not , each clan 
was at deadly feud with its neighbour, blood was shed 
ike water from end to end of the miserable land, and the 

hfdaimed 


thJon^S I^ad been brought next to the 

rone by one of the most savage and hornble murders 
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ever perpetrated — that of his elder brother, David, h\ his 
own uncle , and he himself had probably been only sa\ ed 
from shying the like fate by being sent out of the king- 
dom His earnest words on his return to take the rule 
of this unhappy realm were these “ Let God but grant 
me life, and there shall not be a spot in my realm where 
the key shall not keep the castle, and the bracken bush 
the cow, though I should lead the life of a dog to 
accomplish it” 

This great purpose had been before James through the 
eleven years of his reign, and he had worked it out reso- 
lutely The lawless nobles would not brook his ruling 
hand, and strong and bitter was the hatred that had 
arisen against him In many of his transactions he was 
farfiom blameless he was sometimes tempted to craft, 
sometimes to tyranny , but his object was always a high 
and kingl) one, though he w^as led by the horrible wicked- 
ness of the men he had to deal wath more than once to 
foiget that dvil is not to be overcome with evil, but with 
good In the mam, it was his high and uncompromising 
resolution to enforce the laws upon high and low alike 
that led to the nobles’ conspiracies against him , though, 
if he had alwa}^ been true to his purpose of swer\mg 
neither to the right nor to the left, he might have avoided 
the last fatal offence that armed the murderer against 
his life 

The chief misdoers m the long penod of anarchy had 
been his uncles and cousins, nor was it till after his eldest 
uncle’s death that his return home had been possible 
With a strong hand had he avenged upon the princes 
and their followers the many miseries they had inflicted 
upon his people , and m carrying out these measures he 
had seized upon the great earldom of Strathem, which 
had descended to one of their party in right of his wnfe, 
declaring that it could not be inhented by a female In 
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this he appears to ha\e acted unjustly, from the strong 
desire to avail himself by an> pretext of an opportunity 
of breaking the overweening power of the great turbulent 
nobles , and, to make up foi the loss, he created the new 
earldom of Menteith, for the >oting Malise Giaham, the 
son of the dispossessed earl But the proud and vindic- 1 
tive Grahams were not thus to be pacified Sir Robert 
Graham, the uncle of the young earl, drew off into the 
Highlands, and there formed a conspiracy among other 
discontented men who hated the resolute government that 
repressed their violence Men of princely blood joined in 
the plot, and 300 Highland catherans w^ere ready to accom- 
pany the expedition that promised the delights of war and 
plunder 

Even w^hen the hard worked king was setting forth to 
enjoy his holiday at Perth, the traitors had fixed upon that 
spot as the place of his doom , but the scheme was known 
to bO many, that it could not be kept entirely secret, and 
warnings began to gather round the king When, on his 
way to Perth, he was about to cross the Firth of Forth, 
the wild figure of a Highland woman appeared at his 
bndie rein, and solemnly warned him “ that, if he crossed 
that water, he would never return alive” He was struck 
by the apparition, and bade one of his knights to inquire 
of her what she meant , but the knight must have been a 
dullard or a traitor, for he told the king that the woman 
was either mad or drunk, and no notice was taken of her 
warning 

Theie was likewise a saying abroad m Scotland, that 
the new year, 1436, should see the death of a king , and 
this same carnival night, James, while playing at chess 
with a young friend, whom he was wont to call the kmg 
of love, laughingly observed that “it must be you or I, 
since there aie but two kings m Scotland— therefore, look 
well to yourself” 
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Little did the blithe monarch guess that at that mo- 
ment one of the conspirators, touched by a moment’s 
misgiving, was hovering lound, seeking m vain for an 
opportunity of giving him warning, that even then his 

hamberlain and kinsman, Sir Robert Stewart, was en- 
ibling the traitois to place boards acioss the moat for 
their passage, and to remove the bolts and bais of all the 
doors in their way And the Highland woman was at 
the door, earnestly entreating to see the King, if but for 
one moment ♦ The message was even bi ought to him, 
but, alas < he bade her wait till the monow, and she 
tyirned away, declaring that she should never moie see 
his face ’ 

And now, as before said, the feast was over, and the 
King stood, gaily chatting with his wife and her ladies, 
when the clang of arms was heaid, and the glare of 
torches in the court below flashed on the windows The 
ladies flew to secure the doors Alas ^ the bolts ana bars 
were gone * Too late the warnings returned upon the 
King’s mind, and he knew it was he alone who was 
sought He tned to escape by the windows, but here 
the bars were but too firm Then he seized the tongs, 
and toie up a board m the floor, by which he let himself 
down into the vault below, just as the murdereis came 
rushing along the p-^ssage, slaying on their way a page 
named Walter Straiton 

There was no bar to the door Yes there was Cathe- 
rine Douglas, worthy of her name, worthy of the cogni- 
sance of the bleeding heart, thmst her ann thiough the 
empty staples to gain for her sovereign a few moments 
more for escape and safety 1 But though tiue as steel, 
the btave arm was not as strong It was quickly broken 
She was thrust fainting aside, and the ruffians rushed m 
Queen Joan stood m the midst of the room, with her 
hair streaming round her, and her mantle thrown hastily 
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on Some of the wretches even struck and wounded her, 
but Graham called them off, and bade them search for 
the Kmg They sought him m \2Lm m every corner of 
the 'women’s apartments, and dispersed through the other 
rooms m search of their prey The ladies began to hope 
that the citizens and nobles m the town were coming to 
their help, and that the King might have escaped through 
an opening that led from the vault into the tennis-court 
Present!}, howe\er, the King called to them to draw him 
up again, for he had not been able to get out of the vault, 
having a few days before caused the hole to be bricked 
up, because his tennis-balls used to fly into it and be 
lost In trying to draw him up by the sheets, Elizabeth 
Douglas, another of the ladies, was actually pulled down 
into the vault , the noise was heard by the assassins, who 
were still watching outside, and they returned 

There is no need to tell of the foul and cruel slaughter 
that ensued, nor of the barbarous vengeance that visited 
It Our tale is of golden, not of brazen deeds , and if we 
have turned our eyes for a moment to the Bloody Car- 
nival of Perth, It IS for the sake of the Kmg, who was 
too upright for his bloodthirsty subjects, and, above 
all, for that of the noble-hearted lady whose frail arm 
was the guardian of her sovereign’s life m the extremity 
of peril 

In like manner, on the dreadful 6th of October, 1787, 
when the mfunated mob of Paris had been incited by 
the revolutionary leaders to rush to Versailles in pur- 
suit of the Royal Family, whose absence they fancied 
depnxed them of bread and liberty, a woman shared 
the honour of saving her sovereign’s life, at least for 
that time 

The confusion of the day, with the multitude thronging 
the courts and park of Versailles, uttering the most 
fnghtful threats and insults, had been beyond all descrip- 
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tion , but there had been a pause at night, and at two 
o’clock, poor Queen Mane Antoinette, spent with horror 
and fatigue, at last went to bed, advising her ladies to do 
the same , but their anxiety was too great, and they sat 
up at her door At half-past four they heard musket- 
shots, and loud shouts, and while one awakened the 
Queen, the other, Madame Auguien flew towards the place 
whence the noise came As she opened the door, she 
found one of the royal body-guards, with his face covered 
with blood, holding his musket so as to bar the door 
while the furious mob were striking at him He turned 
to the lady, and cned, “ Save the Queen, madame, they 
are come to murder W f ” Quick as lightning, Madame 
Auguier shut and bolted the door, rushed to the Queen’s 
bedside, and dragged her to the opposite door, with a 
petticoat just thrown over her Behold, the door was 
fastened on the other side ^ The ladies knocked violently, 
the King’s valet opened it, and m a few minutes the 
whole family were m safety in the King’s apartments 
M de Miomandre, the brave guardsman, who used his 
musket to guard the Queen’s door instead of to defend 
himself, fell wounded , but his comrade, M de Repane, 
at once took his place, and, according to one account, was 
slam, and the next day his head, set upon a pike, was 
borne before the carnage in which the royal family were 
escorted back to Pans 

M de Miomandre, however, recovered from his wounds, 
and a few weeks after, the Queen, hearing that his loyalty 
had made him a mark for the hatred of the mob, sent for 
him to desire him to quit Pans She said that gold could 
not repay such a service as his had been, but she hoped 
one day to be able to recompense him more as he de- 
served, meanwhile, she hoped he would consider that as a 
sister might advance a timely sum to a brother, so she 
might offei him enough to defiayhis expenses at Pans, 
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and to provide for his journey In a prn ate audience then 
he kissed her hand, and those of the King and his saintly 
bister, Elizabeth, while the Queen gratefully expiessed her 
thanks, and the King stood b}, with tears in his eyes, but 
withheld by his awkward bashfulness from expiessmg the 
leeimgs that overpowered him. 

Madame Auguier, and her sister, Madame Campan, 
continued with their royal lady until the next stage in that 
miserable downfall of ail that was high and noble in un- 
happy France She li\ed through the horrors of the 
Re\ olution, and her daughtei became the wnfe of Marshal 
Ney 

W ell It is that the darkening firmament does but show 
the stars, and that when treason and murder suige round 
the fated chambers of royalty, their foulness and violence 
do but enhance the loyal self-sacrifice of such door- 
keepers as Catharine Douglas, Madame Auguier, oi 
M de Miomandre 

Such deeds can woman’s spirit do, 

O Catharine Douglas, brave and true ^ 

Let Scotland keep thy hoi> name 
Still first upon hei lanks of fame 
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THE CROWN OF ST STEPHEN 
1440 

Of all the possessions of the old kingdom of Hungar>% 
none was more \alued than what -was called the Crown of 
St Stephen, so called from one, which had, m the year loco, 
been presented by Pope Sylvester 1 1 to Stephen, the second 
Christian Duke, and hist King of Hungary A ciowm and 
a cross weie given to him for his coronation, which took 
place in the Church of the Holy \ irgin, at Alba Regale, 
also called m German Weissenburg, where thenceforth the 
Kings of Hungary were anointed to begin their troubled 
leigns, and at the close of them were laid to rest beneath 
the pavement, where most of them might have used the 
same epitaph as the old Italian leader ‘^He rests heic, 
who never rested before” For it was a wild realm, 
bordeied on all sides b> foes, with Poland, Bohemia, and 
Austria, ever casting greedy eyes upon it, and afterwards 
with the Turk upon the southern border, while the 
Magyars, or Hungaiian nobles, themselves were a fierce 
and untameable race, bold and generous, but brooking 
little control, claiming a voice in choosing their own 
Sovereign, and to resist him even by force of arms, if 
he broke the laws No prince had a right to their 
allegiance unless he had been crowned with St Stephen's 
Crown , but if he had once worn that sacred circle, he 
thenceforth was held as the only lawful monarch, unless 
he should flagrantly violate the Constitution In 1076, 
another crowm had been given by the Greek Emperor to 
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Ge}sa, King of Hungary, and the sacied ciown combined 
the two It had the two arches of the Roman crown, and 
the gold circlet of the Constantinopohtan , and the differ- 
ence of workmanship was evident 
In the year 1439 King Albeit, who had been ap- 
pointed King of Hungary in nght of his wife, Queen 
Elizabeth He left a little daughter only four years old, 
and as the Magyars had never been governed by a 
female hand, they proposed to send and offer their 
cfown, and the hand of their young widowed Queen, to 
Wladislas, the King of Poland, But Elizabeth had 
hopes of another child, and m case it should be a son, 
she had no mind to give away its rights to its father’s 
throne How, then, was she to help herself among th< 
proud and determined nobles of her court ^ One thing 
was certain, that if once the Polish kmg were crownecl 
With St Stephen’s Crown, it would be his own fault if h<‘ 
were not Kmg of Hungary as long as he lived , but if thi 
crown were not to be found, of course he could not receive 
It, and the fealty of the nobles would not be pledged 
to him 


The most trustworthy person she had about her was 
Helen Kottenner the lady who had the charge of her little 
daughter, Prmcess Elizabeth, and to her she confided her 
desire that the crown might be secured, so as to prevent 
the Polish party from getting access to it Helen herself 
h^wntten down the history of these strange events, and 
of her own struggles of mind, at the nsk she ran, and 
the doubt whether good would come of the intngue , and 
there can be no doubt that, whether the Queen’s conduct 
were praiseworthy or not, Helen dared a great peril for 
the sake purely of loyalty and fidelity «The Queen’s 
commands,” she says, « sorely troubled me, for itwas-a 
^ngerous venture for me and my little children, and I 
turned it over m my mmd what I should do, for I had no 
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one to take counsel of but God alone , and I thought if I 
did It not, and evil arose therefrom, I should be guilty 
before God and the world So I consented to risk my life 
on this difficult undertaking, but desired to ha\e some one 
to help me ” This was permitted , but the first peison to 
whom the Lady of Kottenner confided her intention, a 
Croat, lost his colour from alarm, looked like one half 
dead, and went at once in search of his horse The next 
thing that was heard of him was that he had had a bad 
fall from his horse, and had been obliged to return to 
Croatia, and the Queen remained much alarmed at her 
plans being known to one so faint-hearted However, a 
more courageous confidant was afterwards found in a 
Hunganan gentleman, whose name has become illegible 
in Helen’s old manuscript 

The crown was m the vaults of the strong Castle of 
Plmtenburg, also called Vissegrad, which stands upon a 
bend of the Danube, about twelve miles from the twin 
cities of Buda and Pesth It was m a case, within a 
chest, sealed with many seals, and since the King’s death, 
It had been brought up by the nobles, who closely guarded 
both it and the Queen, into her apartments, and there 
examined and leplaced it in the chest The next night, 
one of the Queen’s ladies upset a wax taper, without being 
aware of it, and before the fire was discovered, and put 
out, the comer of the chest was singed, and a hole burnt 
in the blue velvet cushion that lav on the top Upon this, 
the lords had caused the chest to be taken down agam 
into the vault, and had fastened the doors with many 
locks and with seals The Castle had further been put 
into the charge of Ladislas von Gara, the Queen’s cousin^ 
and Ban, or hereditary commander, of the border troops, 
and he had given it over to a Burggraf, or seneschal, who 
had placed his bed m the chamber where was the door 
leading to the vaults 
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The Queen removed to Komoin, a castle highei up the 
Danube, in charge of her faithful cousin, Count Ulric of 
Eilv, taking with her her little daughter Elizabeth, Helen 
Kottenner, and two other ladies This was the first stage 
on the jOurne> to Presburg, where the nobles had wished to 
lodge the Queen, and from thence she sent back Helen to 
bnng the lest of the maids of honour and her goods to join 
her at Komorn It was early spring, and snow was still 
on the ground, and the Lady of Kottenner and her faithful 
nameless assistant travelled in a sledge, but two Hunga- 
rian noblemen went with them, and they had to be most 
careful in concealing their arrangements Helen had with 
her the Queen’s signet, and keys , and hei friend had a 
file in each shoe, and keys under his black velvet diess 

On arriving in the evening, they found that the Burg- 
giaf had fallen ill, and could not sleep m the chamber 
lead ng to the vault, because it belonged to the ladies’ 
chambers, and that he had therefore put a cloth ov er the 
padlock of the door and sealed it There was a stove in 
the room, and the maidens began to pack up their clothes 
there, an operation that lasted till eight o’clock , while 
Helen’s fnend stood there, talking and jesting with them, 
trying all the while to hide the files, and contriving to 
sav to Helen “ Take care that we have a light ” So she 
begged the old housekeeper to give her plenty of wax tapers^ 
as she had many prayers to say At last every one was gone 
to bed, and there only remained m the room with Helen, an 
old woman, whom she had brought with her, who knew 
no German, and was fast asleep Then the accomplice 
came back through the chapel, which opened into this 
same hall He had on his black veh et gown and felt shoes, 
and was followed by a servant, who, Helen says, was bound 
to him by oath, and had the same Christian name as him- 
self, this being evidently an additional bond of fidelity 
Helen, who had received from the Queen all the keys of 
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this outer room, let them in, and, after the BurggrafS 
cloth and seal had been zemoved, they unlocked the pad- 
lock, and the other two locks of the outer door of the 
vault, and the two men descended into it There were 
several other doors, whose chains required to be filed 
through, and their seals and locks broken, and to the 
ears of the waiting Helen the noise appeared fatally loud 
She says, “I devoutly prated to God and the Holy 
Virgin, that they would support and help me , >et I was 
in greater anxiety for my soul than for my life, and I 
prayed to God that He would be merciful to my soul, 
and rather let me die at once there, than that anything 
should happen against His will, or that should bring 
misfortune on my country and people’^ 

She fancied she heaid a noise of armed men at the 
chapel door, but finding nothing there, believed — not m 
her own nervous agitation, a thing not yet invented — 
that it was ^ spirit, and returning to her prayers, vowed, 
poor lady, to make a pilgnmage to St Mana Zell, in 
Styria, if the Holy Virgin’s intercessions obtained their 
success, and till the pilgrimage could be made, “ to forego 
every Saturday night my feather bed'” After another 
false alarm at a supposed noise at the maidens’ door, she 
ventured into the Vault to see how her companions were 
getting on, when she found they had filed away all the 
locks, except that of the case containing the crown, and 
this they were obhged to bum, in spite of their appre- 
hension that the smell and smoke might be observed. 
They then shut up the chest, replaced the padlocks and 
chains with those they had brought for the purpose, and 
renewed the seals with, the queen’s signet, which bearing 
the royal arms, would bafiie detection that the seals had 
been tampered with They then took the crown into the 
chapel, where they found a red velvet cushiJtejt so large 
that by taking out some of the stuffing a hiding-place 
o 
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was made m which the crown was deposited and the 
cushion sewn up over it 

By this time day was dawning, the maidens were dress- 
ings and It was the hour for setting off for Komom The 
old woman who had waited on them came to the Lady ot 
Kottenner to have hei wages paid, and be dismissed to 
Buda, While she was waiting, she began to remark on a 
strange thirg lying by the stove, which, to the Lady Helen’s 
great dismay, she perceived to be a bit of the case in 
which the crown was kept She tiied to prevent the old 
woman from noticing it, pushed it into the hottest part of 
the stove, and, by way of further precaution, took the old 
woman away with her, on the plea of asking the Queen to 
make her a bedeswoman at Vienna, and this was granted 
to her 

When all was ready, the gentleman desired his servant 
to take the cushion and put it into the sledge designed 
for himself and the Lady of Kottenner The man took 
It on his shoulders, hiding it under an old ox-hide, with 
the tail hanging down, to the laughter of all beholders 
Helen further records the trying to get some breakfast m 
the market-place and finding nothing hut herrings, also 
the going to mass, and the care she took not to sit upon 
the holy crown, though she had to sit on its cushion in the 
sledge They dined at an inn, but took care to keep the 
cushion in sight, and then in the dusk crossed the Danube 
on the ice, which was becoming very thin, and half-way 
across it broke under the maidens^ carriage, so that Helen 
expected to be lost in the Danube, crown and all How- 
ever, though many packages were lost under the ice, her 
sledge got safe over, as well as all the ladies, some of 
whom she took into her conveyance, and all safely arrived 
at the castle of Komorn late in the evening 

The very hour of their arrival a babe was born to the 
Queen, and to her exceeding joy it was a son Count von 
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Elly, hearing “that a king and fnend \Aas born to him,” 
had bonfires lighted, and a torchlight procession on the ice 
that same night, and early in the morning came the Arch- 
bishop of Gran to christen the child The Queen wished 
her faithful Helen to be godmother, but she refused in 
tavour of some lady whose family it was probabl> needful 
to propitiate She took off the little princess Elizabeth's 
mourning for her father and dressed her in red and gold, 
all the maidens appeared m gay apparel, and there was 
great rejoicing and thanksgiving when the babe was 
christened Ladislas, after a sainted king of Hungary 
The peril was, however, far from ended , for many of the 
Magyars had no notion of accepting an infant for their 
king, and by Easter, the King of Poland was advancing 
upon Buda to claim the realm to which he had been 
invited No one had discovered the abstraction of the 
crown, and Elizabeth’s object was to take her child to 
Weissenburg, and there have him crowned, so as to dis- 
concert the Polish party She had sent to Buda for cloth 
of gold to make him a coronation dress, but it did not 
come in time, and Helen therefore shut herself into the 
chapel at Komom, and, with doors fast bolted, cut up 
a rich and beautiful vestment of his grandfather’s, the 
Emperor Sigismund, of red and gold, with silver spots, 
and made it into a tiny coronation robe, with surplice 
and humeral (or shoulder-piece) the stole and banner, 
the gloves and shoes The Queen w^as much alarmed 
by a report that the Polish party meant to stop her on 
her w-ay to Weissenburg , and if the baggage should be 
seized and searched, the discovery of the crown might 
have fatal consequences Helen, on this, observed that 
the King was more important than the crown, and that 
the best way would be to keep them together, so she 
wrapped up the crown m a cloth, and hid it under th6 
matt! ass of his cradle, with a long spoon for mixing his 
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pap upon the top, so, said the Queen, he might take care of 
his crown himself 

On Tuesday before Whit Sunda> the party set out, 
escorted b) Count Ulnc, and several other knights and 
nobles After ciossmg the Danube in a large boat, the 
Queen and her little girl were placed in a carriage, or more 
^obabl> a litter, the other ladies rode, and the cradle and 
Its precious contents were earned by four men , but this 
tlie poor little Lassla, as Helen shortens his lengthy name, 
resented so much, that he began to scream so loud that 
she was forced to dismount and carry him in her arms, 
along a road rendered swampy by much ram 

They found all the \illages deserted by the peasants, 
who had fled into the woods, and as most of their lords 
were of the other party, the> expected an attack, so the 
little king was put into the carriage with his mother and 
sister, and the ladies formed a circle round it “that if any 
oie shot at the carnage we might receive the stroke” 
When the danger was over the child was taken out again, 
for he would be content nowhere but in the aims of either 
his nurse or of faithful Helen, who took turns to carry 
him on foot nearly all the way, sometimes m a high wind 
which covered them with dust, sometimes in great heat, 
sometimes in ram so heavy that Helen’s fur pelisse, with 
which she covered his cradle, had to be wrung out seveial 
times They slept at an mn, round which the gentlemen 
lighted a circle of fires, and kept watch all night 
Weissenburg was loyal, five hundred armed gentlemen 
came out to meet them, and on Whitsun Eve they entered 
the city, Helen -carrying her little king m her arms m the 
midst of % cncl^of these five hundred holding their 
naked swords aloft %Qn Whit Sunday, Helen rose early, 
bathed the httle fellow^ who was twelve weeks old that 
day, and dressed him He was then carried in her arms 
to the church, beside his mother According to the old 
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Hungarian customs, the choir door T\as closed,— the 
burghers were within, and would not open till the new 
monarch should have taken the great coronation oath to 
respect the Hungarian liberties and laws 

This oath was taken by the Queen in the name of her 
son, the doors were opened, and all the tram entered, the 
little princess being lifted up to stand by the organ, lest 
she should be hurt in the throng First Helen held htr 
charge up to be confirmed, and then she had to hold him 
while he was knighted, with a nchl> adorned sw ord bear- 
ing the motto Indestructible,’’ and bv a stout Hungarian 
knight called Mikosch Weida, who struck with such a 
good will that Helen felt the blow on her arm, and the 
Queen cried out to him not to hurt the child 
The Archbishop of Gran anointed the little creature, 
dressed him in the red and gold robe, and put on his 
head the holy crown, and the people admired to see how^ 
straight he held up his neck under it , indeed, they admired 
the loudness and strength of his cnes, when, as the good 
lady records, “the noble king had little pleasuie in his 
coronation for he wept aloud ” She had to hold him up 
foi the rest of the service, while Count Ulric of Eil/ 
held the crown over his head, and afterwards to seat him 
in a chair in St Peter’s Church and then he was earned 
home in his cradle, with the Count holding the crown over 
his head, and the other regalia borne before him 
And thus Ladislas became King of Hungary at twelve 
weeks old, and was then carried off by his mother into 
'Austria for safety Whether this secret robbery of the 
‘crown, and coronation by stealth, was wise or just on the 
mother’s part is a question not easy of answer — ^though of 
course she deemed it her duty to do her utmost for her 
child’s nghts Of Helen Kottenner’s deep fidelit) and 
conscientious feeling there can be no doubt, and her 
having acted with her eyes fully open to the risk she ran, 
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her trust in Heaven overcoming her fears and terrors, 
rendered her truly a heroine 
The crown has had many other adventures, and after- 
wards was kept m an apartment of its own, m the castle 
of Ofen, with an antechamber guarded by two grenadieis 
The door was of iron, with three locks, and the crown 
Itself was contained in an iron chest with five seals All 
this, however, did not prevent it from being taken away 
and lost in the Revolution of 1849 
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GEORGE THE TRILLER. 


I45S 


I 

“ Why, Lady dear, so sad of cheer * 
Hast waked the livelong night’” 

“My dreams foreshow my chudren’s woe, 
Erast bold and Albrecht bnght 

“ From the dark glades of forest shades 
There rushed a ragmg boar, 

Two sapling oaks with cruel strokes 
His crooked tusks uptore.” 

“ Ah, Lady dear, dismiss thy fear 
Of phantoms hauntmg sleep ^ ” 

“ The giant knight, Sir Konrad hight. 
Hath vowed a vengeance deep 

“ My Lord, o’erbold, hath kept his gold. 
And scornful answer spake 
* Ktmz, wisdom learn, nor strive to bum 
The fish within their lake * 

“ See, o’er |he plain, with all his tram, 
My Lordlo Leipsig ndmg, 

Some danger near my children dear 
My dream sure betiding 

** The warder waits before the gates, 

The castle rock is steep, 

The massive walls protect the halls, 

Thy children safely sleep ” 
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’Tis night s full noon, fair shines the moon 
On Altenburg’s old halls, 

The silver beams m tranquil streams 
Rest on the i\ied walls 

Within their toiler the midnight hour 
Has wrapt the babes m sleep, 

With unclosed eyes their mother lies 
To listen and to weep 

What sudden sound is stimng round « 
What clang thrills on her ear ^ 

Is it the breeze amid the trees 
Re echomg her fear ^ 

Sivift from her bed, in sudden dread, 

She to her lattice flies 
Oh’ sight of woe, fiom far below 
Behold a ladder nse 

And from yon tower, her childien s bower, 
Lo ’ giant Kunz descending ’ 

Ernst, in his clasp of iron grasp, 

His cnes with heis is blending 

“Ob’ hear my pyayer, my children spare, 
The sum shall be restored , 

Nay, twenty fold returned the gold, 

Thou ]£now*st how true my Lord 

With mocking grace he bowed his face 
'*Lady, my greetings take, 

Thy Lord may learn how I can burn 
The fish within their lake 

Oh ’ double fhght, a second kmght 
Upon the ladder frail, 

And m his arm, with wild alarm, 

A child uplifts his wax! ’ 

Would she had wings ’ She wildly springs 
To rouse her slumbering tram , 

Bolted without, her door so stout 
Resists her efforts vam ^ 
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No mortal ear her calls can hear, 

The robbers laugh below , 

Her God alone may hear her moan. 

Or mark her hour of woe 

A cry below, Oh ^ let me go 
I am no punce’s bi other. 

Their playmate I — Oh * hear my cry, 
Restore me to my motlier ^ ” 

With anguish sore she shakes the door , 
Once more Sir Kunz is rearing 
His giant head. His errand sped 
She sees him reappeanng 

Her second child in terror wild 
Is struggling in his hold , 

Entreaties vain she pours again, 

Still laughs the lobber bold 

“ I greet thee well, the Elector tell 
How Kunz his counsel takes, 

And let him learn that I can burn 
The fish within then lakes ” 


Swift, swift, good steed, death’s on th} speed, 
Gam Isenburg ere mom , 

Though far the way, there lodged our pre}, 

We laugh the Pnnce to scorn 

There Konrad’s den and meiry men 
Will safely hold the bo}S — 

The Prince shall gneve long ere we leave 
Our hold upon his joys 

But hark ’ but hark * how through the daik 
The castle bell is tolling, 

From tower and town, o’er wood and down, 
The like alarm notes rolling 

* * The peal nngs out ’ echoes the shout ^ 

All Saxony’s astir. 

Groom, turn aside, swift must we ndo 
'' Through the lone wood of fir 
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Far on before, of men a score 
Pnnce Ernest bore still sleeping, 
Thundenng as fast, Kunz came the last, 
Carrying young Albrecht weeping 

The clangmg bell with distant swell 
Dies on the morning air, 

Bohemia’s ground another bound 
Will leach, and safety there 

The mom’s fresh beam hghts a cool stieam, 
Charger and knight are weary, 

He draws his rein, the child’s sad plain 
He meets with accents cheery 

Sir Konrad good, be mild of mood, 

A fearsome giant thou » 

For love of heaven, one drop be given 
To cool my throbbing brow > ” 

Kunz’ savage heart feels pity’s smart. 

He soothes the worn out child, 

Bathes his hot cheeks, and bendmg seeks 
For woodland hemes wild 

A deep toned bark ’ A figure dark, 

Smoke gnmed and sun embrowned, 

Comes through the wood m wondering mood, 
And by his side a hound. 

Oh, to my aid, I am betrayed. 

The Elector’s son forlorn, 

From out my bed these men of dread 
Have this night hither borne 

** Peace, if thou’rt wise,” the false groom cnes, 
And aims a murderous blow , 

His pole axe long, his arm so strong, 

Must lay young Albrecht low 

See, turned aside, the weapon glide 
The woodman’s pole along, 

To Albrecht’s clasp his fnendly grasp 
Pledges redress from wrong 
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Loud the hound’s note as at the throat 
Of the false gioom he flies , 

Back at the sounds Sir Konrad bounds 
"‘Off hands, base churl,” he cries 

The robber loid with mighty sword. 
Mailed limbs of giant strength — 

The woodman stout, all arms without, 
Save his pole’s timbei length — 

Unequal fight ’ Yet for the nght 
The woodman holds the field , 

Now left, now right, repels the knight 
His pole full stoutly wields 

“ His whistle clear rings full of cheer, 

And lo ’ his comrades true, 

All swarth and lusty, with fire poles trusty. 
Burst on Sir Konrad’s view 

His horse’s rein he giasps amam 
Into his selle to spnng. 

His gold-spurred heel his stimip’s steel 
Has caught, his weapons nng 

His frightened steed with wildest speed 
Careers with many a bound , 

Sir Konrad’s heel fast holds the steel. 

His head is on the ground 

The peasants round lift from the ground 
His form m woeful plight, 

To convent cell, for keeping well. 

Bear back the robber knight 

** Our dear young lord, what may afford 
A charcosd burner’s store 
We freely spread, milk, honey, bread. 

Our heated kiln before * ” 

IV 

Three mournful days the mother pfay% 
And weeps the children’s fate, 

The prmce in vain has scorned the plain — 
A sound IS at the gate 
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The mother hears, her head she lears, 

She lifts her eager finger— 

“ Rejoice, lejoice, 'tis Albi edit’s voice, 

Open' Oh, wherefoie linger 

See, cap in hand the woodman stand — 

Mothei, no more of weeping — 

His hound well tned is at his side, 

Before him Albrecht leaping, 

varies, Father dear, my friend is here ’ 

My mother ’ Oh, my mother ’ 

The giant knight he put to flight, 

The good dog tore the other ” 

Oh ' who the joy that gieets the boy, 

Or who the thanks may tell, 

Or how they hail the woodman’s tale, 

How he had “trilled^ him well ’ ” 

** I tnlled him well,” he still will tell 
In homely phiase his story, 

To those who sought to know how wi ought 
An unarmed hand such gloiy 

That mother sad again is glad, 

Her home no more beieft , 

For news is bi ought Ernst may be sought 
Withm the Devil’s Cleft 

That cave within, these men of sm 
Had learnt their leader’s fall, 

The prince to sell they pi offered well 
At price of grace to all 

Another day and Ernest lay, 

Safe on his mother’s breast 
Thus to her sorrow a gladsome morrow 
Had brought her joy and rest 

The giant knight was judged anght, 

Sentenced to death he lay , 

The Elector mild, since safe his child, 

Sent forth the doom to stay 

^ Tnllm, to shake, a woid analogous to our tnlL o shake 
the voice in singing 
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But all too la'^e, and o’er the gate 
Of Freibuig s council hall 
Sir Konrad’s head, with features dread, 

The traitor’s eyes appal 

The scullion Hans who wrought then pi irs, 

And oped the window giate, 

Whose faith wa& sold for Konrad s gold, 

He met a tiaitor’s fate 

V 

Behold how gay the wood to day, 

The little church how fair, 

What banners w ave, what tap’strj brave, 

Covers its carvings rare ^ 

A goodly train— 'the paxents twain, 

And here d e princes two, 

Here with his pole, George, stout of soul, 

And all his comiades true 

High swells the chant, all jubilant, 

And each bo> bending low, 

Humbly la>s down the wrapping gown 
He wore the night of woe 

Beside them lav a smocl of grey, 

All gnmed with blood and smoke, 

A thankful sign to Heaven benign, 

That spared the sapling oak 

“ What prize wotild’st hold, thou ^Tnllei bold,’ 
Who trilled well for my son ’” 

** Leave to cut w ood, my Lord, so good, 

Near where the fight was won 

Nay, Tnller mine, the land be thine, 

My trusty giant killer, 

A farm and house I and my spouse 
Grant free to George the Tnller 

Years hundred four, and half a score* 

Those robes have hdd their place , 

The TnlleFs deed has grat^ul meed 
From Albrecht s lOyal race 
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The child rescued by George the Tnller’s Golden Deed 
was the ancestor of the late Prince Consort, and thus of 
our future line of kings He was the son of the Elector 
Friedrich the Mild of Saxony, and of Margarethe of 
Austna, whose dream presaged her children’s danger The 
Elector had incurred the vengeance of the robber baron. 
Sir Konrad of Kauffingen, who, from his huge stature, vas 
known as the Giant Ritter, by refusing to make up to him 
the sum of 4000 gulden which he had had to pay for his 
ransom after being made pnsoner m the Elector’s ser\ice 
In reply to his threats, all the answer that the robber 
knight received was the proverbial one, Do not try to 
burn the fish in the ponds, Kunz ” 

Stung by the irony, Kunz bribed the Elector’s scullion, 
by name Hans Schwabe, to admit him and nine chosen 
comrades into the Castle of Altenburg on the night of 
the 7th of July, 1455, when the Elector was to be at 
Leipzig Strange to say, this scullion was able to write, 
for a letter is extant fiom him to Sir Konrad, engaging 
to open the window immediately above the steep preci- 
pice, which on that side was deemed a sufficient protection 
to the castle, and to fasten a rope-ladder by which to 
ascend the crags This window can still be traced, though 
thenceforth it was bricked up It gave access to the 
children’s apartments, and on his way to them, the robber 
drew the bolt of their mother’s door, so that though, 
awakened by the noise, she rushed to her window, she 
was a captive in her own apartment, and could not gi\ e 
the alarm, nor do an} thing but join her vain entreaties to 
the cries of her helpless children It was the little son of 
the Count von Bardi whom Wilhelm von Mosen bi ought 
down by mistake for }oung Albrecht, and Kunz, while 
hurrying up to exchange the children, bade the rest of 
his band hasten on to secuie the elder prince without 
waiting for him He followed in a few seconds wuth 
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Aibreclit in his arms, and his servant Schweimtz ridmg 
after him, but he never overtook the mam body Their 
object Vras to reach Konrad’s own Castle of Isenburg on 
the frontiers of Bohemia, but they quickly heard the alarm- 
bells ringing, and beheld beacons lighted upon every hill 
They were forced to betake themselves to the forests, and 
about half-way, Pnnce Ernst’s captors, not danng to go 
any further, hid themselves and him in a ca\em called 
the Devil’s Cleft on the right bank of the nver Mulde 
Kunz himself rode on till the sun had nsen, and he was 
within so few miles of his castle that the terror of his 
name was likely to be a sufficient protection Himself 
and his horse were, however, spent by the w ild midnight 
ride, and on the border of the wood of Eterlem, near the 
monastery of Grunheim, he halted, and finding the poor 
child grievously exhausted and fevensb, he lifted him dow n, 
gave him water, and went himself in search of wood straw- 
bemes for his refreshment, leavmg the two horses in the 
charge of Schweimtz The servant dozed m his saddle, 
and meanwhile the charcoal-burner, George Schmidt, 
attracted by the sounds, came out of the wood, where all 
night he had been attending to the kiln, hollowed in the 
earth, and heaped with earth and roots of trees, where a 
continual charring of wood was going on Little Albrecht 
no sooner saw this man than he sprang to him, and telling 
his name and rank, entreated to be rescued from these 
cruel men The servant awaking, leapt down and struck a 
deadly blow at the boy’s head wnth his pole axe, but it was 
pamed by the charcoal-burner, who interposing with one 
hand the strong wooden pole he used for stirring his kiln, 
dragged the little prince aside with the other, and at the 
same time set his great dog upon the seiwant Sir Konrad 
at once hurried back, but the valiant charcoal-burner still 
held his ground, dangerous as the fight was between the 
peasant unarmed e'*ccept for the long pole, and the full} 
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accoutred knight of gigantic size and strength However, 
a whistle from George soon brought a gang of his comrades 
to his aid, and Kunz, finding himself surrounded, tried to 
leap into his saddle, and break through the throng by 
weight of man and horse, but his spur became entangled, 
the horse ran awa>, and he w^as dragged along with his 
head on the ground till he was taken up by the peasants 
and earned to the convent of Grunheim, whence he was 
sent to Zwickau, and was thence transported heavily ironed 
to Freiburg, where he was beheaded on the 14th of July, 
onl> a week after his act of violence The Elector, in his 
joy at the recovery of even one child, was generous enough 
to send a pardon, but the messenger reached Freiburg too 
late, and a stone in the market-place still marks the place 
of doom, while the grim effigy of Sir Konrad^s head grins 
over the door of the Rathhaus It was a pity Friedrich’s 
mildness did not extend to sparing torture as well death 
to his treacherous scullion, but perhaps a servant's powder 
of injuring his master was thought a reason for surround- 
ing such instances of betrayal with special horrors 
The party hidden m the DeviPs Cleft overheard the 
peasants in the wood talking of the fall of the Giant of 
Kauffingen, and, becoming alarmed for themselves, they 
sent to the Governor of the neighbouring Castle of Har- 
tenstein to offer to restore Pnnee Ernst, provided they 
were promised a full pardon The boy had been given 
up as dead, and intense were the rejoicings of the parents 
at his restoration The Devil’s Cleft changed its name 
to the Prince’s Cleft, and the tree where Albrecht had 
lam was called the Prince’s Oak, and still remains as 
a witness to the story, as do the moth-eaten garments of 
princely children, and the smock of the charcoal- 
^mer, which they offered up in token of thanksgiving at 
the little forest church of Ebersdorff, near the scene of 
the rescue 
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" I trilhrt the knaves right well,” was honest George’s 
way of telling the stor)»- of his exploit, not onl> a bra\ e 
one, but amounting even to self-devotion when we remem- 
ber that the robber baron w^as his near neighbour, and a 
ten or to all around The word Triller took the place of his 
surname, and when the sole reward he asked was leave 
freely to cut w ood in the forest, the Elector gave him a piece 
of land of his own in the paiish of Ebersbach In 1855 
there was a grand celebration of the rescue of the Saxon 
Piinces on the 9th of Jul>, the four hundredth anniversary, 
w ith a great p’-ocession of foresters and charcoal-burners 
to the “Tnller’s Biewer>’‘,” which stands where George’s 
hut and kiln w ere once placed Three of his descendants 
then figured in the procession, but since that time all 
hav e died, and the famil} of the Tnllers is now extinct 


P 
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SIR THOMAS MORE’S DAUGHTER 

1535 

We ha\e seen how dim and doubtful was the belief that 
upbore the grave and beautiful Antigone in her self- 
sacrifice , but there have been women who have been as 
brave and devoted m their care for the mortal remains 
of their friends — not from the heathen fancy that the 
weal of the dead depended on such rites, but from their 
earnest love, and with a fuller trust beyond 
Such was the spint of Beatrix, a noble maiden of 
Rome, who shared the Christian faith of hei two brothers, 
Giinphcius and Faustiitus, at the end of the third century 
For many years thefe had been no persecution, and the 
Christians were Ining at peace, worshipping freely, and 
\enturing even to laise chuiches Young people had 
grown up to whom the being thrown to the lions, be- 
headed, or burnt foi t ic faith’s sake, was but a stor> of 
the times gone by But under the Emperor Diocletian 
all was changed The old heathen gods must be w^oi- 
shipped, incense must be burnt to the statue of the 
Emperor, or torture and death were the punishment The 
two brothers Simplicius and Faustmus were thus asked 
to deny their faith, and resolutely refused They were 
cruelly tortuied, and at length beheaded, and their bodies 
thrown into the tawmy waters of the Tiber Their sister 
Beatrix had taken refuge with a poor devout Christian 
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woDi3.n, named Lucina. But she did not desei t her bro- 
thers in death , she made her way in secret to the bank of 
the river, watching to see whether the stream might bear 
down the corpses so dear to her Dmen along, so as to 
rest upon the bank, she found them at last, and, b> the 
help of Lucma, she laid them in the gia\ein the cemetery 
called Ad Ursum Pileatum For seven months she re- 
mained m her shelter, but she was at last denounced, and 
was brought before the tribunal, where she made answer 
that nothing should induce her to adore gods m?de of 
wood and stone She was strangled m her prison, and 
her corpse being cast out, was taken home b\ Lucma, 
and buried beside her brothers It was, indeed, a fa\ ourite 
chan table woik of the Christian widows at Rome to 
piovide for the burial of the martvrs , and as for the most 
pait they weie poor old obscure women the> could per- 
form this good woik With fai less notice than could 
peisons of more marL 

But nearer home, our own countrv shows a tnih Chns- 
trian Antigone, lesemblmg the Greek lady, both m her 
dutifulness to the living, and m her tender care for the 
dead This w as Margaret, the fa\ ourite daughter of Sir 
Ihomas More, the true-hearted, faithful statesman of 
King Henry VIII 

Maigaret’s home had been an exceedingly happy one 
Her father, Sir Thomas Moie, was a man of the utmost 
worth, and was both earnestl) religious and conscientious, 
and of a sweetness of manner and playfulness of fanev 
that endeared him to every one He was one of the most 
affectionate and dutiful of sons to his aged fathei, Sir 
John More , and when the son w^as Lord Chancellor 
while the father was only a judge. Sir Thomas, on his 
way to his court, never failed to kneel down before his 
father in public, and ask his blessing Never was the old 
saying, that a dutiful child has dutiful children, better 
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exemplified than m the Moie family In the times when 
It was usual for parents to be very stern with children, 
and keep them at a great distance, sometimes making 
them stand in their presence, and striking them for any 
slight oftence, Sir Thomas Moie thought it his duty to be 
fiiendly and affectionate with them, to talk to them, and 
to enter into their confidence , and he was icv\ardcd with 
their full love and duty 

He had foui children — Maigaret, Elizabeth, Cicely, and 
John His much-loved wife died when they were all veiy 
^oung, and he thought it for their good to mairy a widow, 
Mrs Alice Middleton, with one daughter named Mar- 
garet and he likeuise adopted an orphan called Margaret 
Giggs With this household he lived m a beautiful large 
house at Chelsea, with well-tnmmed gardens sloping 
down to the Thames , and this was the resort of the most 
learned and able men, both English and visitors from 
abroad, who delighted in pacing the shady walks, listen- 
ing to the wit and wisdom of Sir Thomas, or conversing 
with the daughters, who had been highly educated, and 
had much of their father^s humour and spnghtlmess 
E\en Henr> VIII himself, then one of the most brilliant 
and gi aceful gentlemen of his time, would sometimes 
am\e in his royal barge, and talk theology or astronomy 
with Sir Thomas , or, it might be, ciack jests with hin^ 
and his daughters, or listen to the music in which all were 
skilled, even Lady More having been persuaded in her 
old age to learn to play on^ious instruments, including 
the flute The daughters were early given in marriage, 
and, with their husbands, continued to live under their 
father’s roof Margarets husband w^as William Roper, a 
> oung lawyer, of whom Sir Thomas was very fond, and 
his household at Chelsea was thus a large and joyous 
family home of children and grandchildren, delighting in 
the kind, bright smiles of tjie open face under the sqtmie 
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cap, that the great painter Holbein has sent down to us 
as a familiar sight 

But these glad da>s were not to last for e\er The 
trying times of the reign of Henry VIII were beginning, 
and the question had been stirred whether the kings 
marriage with Katharine of Arragon had been a lawful 
one When Sir Thomas Moie found that the King was 
deteimined to take his own course, and to duorce himself 
without permission from the Pope, it was against his con- 
science to remain m office when acts w^ere being done 
which he could not think right or lawful He therefore 
resigned his office as Lord Chancellor, and, feeling himself 
free from the load and temptation, his gaj spirits rose 
higher than ever His manner of communicating the 
change to his wife, w^ho had been \erv proud of his state 
and dignity, was thus At church, when the sen ice was 
over, It had alwa>s been the custom for one of his 
attendants to summon Lady More b> coming to her closet 
door, and saying, Madam, my lord is gone ” On the 
day after his resignation, he himself stepped up, and with 
a low bow said, Madam, my lord is gone,” foi m good 
sooth he was no longer Chancellor, but onlv plain Sir 
Thomas 

He thoroughly enjoyed his leisure, but he was not 
long left m tranquillity When Anne Boleyn was crowned, 
he was invited to be present, and twenty pounds were 
offered him to buy a si^itably splendid dress foi the occa- 
sion , but his conscience wm Id not allow him to accept 
the invitation, though he well knew the terrible peril he 
ran by offending the king and queen Thenceforth there 
was a determination to rum himu First, he was accused 
of taking bribes when admimstenng justice It was said 
that a gilt cup had been given to him as a new-year^s gift, 
by one lady, and a pair of gloves filled with gold coins by 
another , but it turned out, o» examination, that he had 
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drunk the ■vMne out of the ciJp, and accepted the gloves, 
because it was ill manners to refuse a lady^s gift, yet he 
had in both cases given back the gold 

Next, a charge was brought that he had been leaguing 
wuth a half craz> woman called the Nun of Kent, who had 
said \iolent things about the King He was sent for to 
be examined by Henry and his Council, and this he well 
knew was the intemew on which his safety would turn, 
since the accusation was a mere pretext, and the real pur- 
pose of the King was to see whether he would go along 
with him m breaking away from Rome— a proceeding that 
Sir Thomas, both as churchman and as lawyer, could 
not think legal Whether we agree or not in his views, it 
must always be remembered that he ran into danger by 
speaking the truth, and doing what he thought nght He 
reall) loved his master, and he knew the humour of 
Heniy VIII , and the temptation was sore , but wdien he 
came down from his conference with the King in the 
Tower, and was rowed down the nver to Chelsea, he was 
so merry that William Roper, who had been waiting for 
him m the boat, thought he must be safe, and said, as 
they landed and walked up the garden — 

“ I trust, sir, all is well, since you are so merry ? ” 

It IS so, indeed, son, thank God ^ ^ 

Are you then, sir, put out of the hill 
Wouldest thou know, son, why I am so joyful ^ In 
good faith I rejoice that I have given the devil a foul fall , 
because I have with those lords gone so far that withdSt 
great shame I can never go back? he answered, meaning 
that he had been enabled to hold so j&rmlyto his opinions, 
and speak them out so boldly, that henceforth the tempta- 
tion to dissemble them and please the King would be 
much lessened That he had held his purpose m spite of 
the weakness of mortal natuie, was true joy to him, 
though he was so well aware of the consequences that 
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when his daughter IW^argaret came to him the next day 
with the glad tidings that the charge against him had 
been given up, he calmly answered her ‘‘ In faith, Meg, 
what is put off IS not given up ^ 

One day, when he had asked Margaret how the world 
went with the new Queen, and she rephed, ‘ In faith, 
father, never better , there is nothing else m the court but 
dancing and sporting,"* he replied, with sad foresight, 
‘‘ Never better Alas, Meg ’ it pitieth me to remember 
unto what misery, poor soul, she will shortly come 
These dances of hers will prove such dances that she will 
spurn off our heads like footballs, but it will not be long 
ere her head will take the same dance ” 

So entirely did he expect to be summoned by a pur- 
suivant that he thought it would lessen the fright of his 
family if a sham summons were brought So he caused 
a great knocking to be made while all were at dinner, and 
the sham pursuivant went through all the forms of citing 
him, and the whole household were in much alarm, till he 
explained the jest , but the earnest came only a few days 
afterwards On the 13th of April of 1534, arrived the real 
pursuivant to summon him to Lambeth, there to take 
the oath of supremacy, declaring that the King was the 
head of the Church of England, and that the Pope had 
no authority there He knew what the refusal would 
bring on him He went first to church, and then, not 
trusting himself to be unmanned by his love for his 
children and grandchildren, instead of letting them, as 
usual, come down to the water side, with tender kisses and 
merry farewells, he shut the wicket-gate of thegardeh upon 
them ail, and only allowed his son*m-law Roper to accom- 
pany him, whispering into his ear, I thank our Lord, the 
field is won ” 

Conscience had triumphed over affection, and he was 
thankful, though for the last time he looked on the trees 
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he had planted, and the happy home he had loved Be- 
fore the Council, he undertook to swear to some clauses 
in the oath which were connected with the safety of the 
realm , but he refused to take that part of the oath which 
related to the King’s power over the Church It is said 
that the King would thus have been satisfied, but that the 
Queen urged him further At any rate, aftei being four 
days under the charge of the Abbot of Westminster, Sir 
Thomas was sent to the Tower of London There his 
wife — a plain, dull woman, utterly unable to understand 
the point of conscience — came and scolded him for being 
so foolish as to lie there in a close, filthy prison, and be 
shut up with rats and mice, instead of enjoying the favour 
of the King He heard all she had to say, and answered, 
“ I pray thee, good Mrs Alice, tell me one thing — is not 
this house as near heaven as my own ^ ” To which she 
had no better answer than “ Tilly vally, tilly vally ” But, 
m spite of her folly, she loved him faithfully , and when 
all his property was seized, she sold even her clothes to 
obtain necessaries for him in prison 
His chief comfort was, however, m visits and letters 
from his daughter Margaret, who was fully able to enter 
into the spint that preferred death to transgression He 
was tried in Westminster Hall, on the ist of July, and, as 
he had fully expected, sentenced to death He was take^ 
back along the n\er to the Tower On the wharf his 
loving Margaret was waiting for her last look She broke 
through the guard of soldiers with bills^ and halberds, 
threw her arms round his neck, and kissed him, unable to 
say any word but “ Oh, my father ’ — oh, my father ^ ” He 
blessed her, and told her that whatsoever she might suffer, 
It was not without the will of God, and she must therefore 
be patient After having once p^ed with him, she sud** 
denly turned back again, ran to him, and, clinging round 
bis neck, kissed him over and over again — a sight at 
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which the guards themselves wept She never saw him 
again , but the night before his execution he wrote to hei 
a letter with a piece of charcoal, with tender remem- 
brances to all the family, and saving to her, I never 
liked your manner better than when you kissed me last , 
''or I am most pleased when daughterly love and dear 
charity have no leisure to look to w orldly courtesv ’ He 
likewise made it his especial request that she might be 
permitted to be present at his bunal 

His hope was sure and stedfast, and his heart so firm 
that he did not e\ en cease from humorous sayings When 
he mounted the crazy ladder of the scaffold he said 
“ Master Lieutenant, I pray you see me safe up , and for 
my coming dowm let me shift for myself” And he desired 
the executioner to give him time to put his beard out of 
the way of the stroke, since that had nevei often ded his 
Highness ” 

His body was given to his family, and laid m the tomb 
he had already prepared m Chelsea Church , but the head 
was set up on a pole on London Bndge The calm, sweet 
features were little changed, and the loving daughter 
gathered courage as she looked up at them How she 
contnved the deed, is not known , but, before mam dajs 
had past, the head was no longer there, and Mrs Roper 
was said to have taken it away She was sent for to the 
Council, and accused of the stealing of her father’s head 
She shrank not from avowing that thus it had been, and 
that the head was in her own possession One story says 
that, as she was passing imder the bridge m a boat, she 
looked up, and said, ^^That head has often lam m my 
lap , I would that it would now fall into it ” And at tliat 
moment it actually fell, and she received it It is far more 
likely that she went by design, at the same time as some 
faithful friend on the bndge, who detached the precious 
head, and dropped it down to her in her boat beneath. 
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Be this as it may, she owned before the cruel-hearted 
Council that she had taken away and cherished the head 
of the man whom they had slam as a traitor However, 
Henry VIII was not a Creon, and our Chnstian Antigone 
was dismissed unhurt by the Council, and allowed to 
retain possession of her treasure She caused it to be 
embalmed, kept it with her wherever she went, and when^ 
nine years afterwards, she died (m the year 1544)? it was 
laid m her coffin in the “ Roper aisle” of St Dunstan^s 
Church, at Canterbury 
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UNDER IVAN THE TERRIBLE 
1564 

Prince Andrej Kourbsky was one of the chief bovards 
or nobles at the Court of Ivan, the first Grand Prince of 
Muscovy who assumed the Eastern title of Tzar, and 
who relieved Russia from the ternble mvasions of the 
Tatars This wild race for nearly four hundred years 
had roamed over the country, destroying and plunder 
ing all thej met with, and blighting all the attempts 
at civilization that had begun to be made in the eleventh 
century It was only when the Russians learnt the use 
of fire-arms that these sa\ages were m any degree re- 
pressed In the year 1551 the city of Kazan, upon the 
river Kazanka, a tributary of the Volga, was the last city 
that remained m the hands of the Tatars It was a rich 
and pow’'erful place, a great centre of trade between Europe 
and the East, but it was also a nest of robbers, who had 
frequent^ broken faith with the Russians, and had lately 
expelled the Khan Schig Alei for having endeavoured to 
fulfil his engagements to them. The Tzar Ivan Vassilo^ 
vitch, then only twenty-two years of age, therefore marched 
against the place, resolved at any cost to reduce it and 
free his country from these inveterate foes 
On his way he received tidings that the Cnmean Ta- 
tars had come plundering into Russia, probably thinking 
to attack Moscow, while Ivan was besiep-mg Kazan He 
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at once sent off the Pnnce Kouibsky with 15,000 men, who 
met double that number of Tatars at TouU, and totally 
defeated them, pursuing them to the nvei Chevoiona, 
wheie, after a second defeat, they abandoned a gieat 
number of Russian captives, and a gieat many camels 
Prince Kourbsky was wounded in the head and shoulclei, 
but was able to continue the campaign 

Some of the boyards murmuied at the war, ana de- 
clared that their strength and resources w^eie exhausted 
Upon this the Tzar desired that two lists might be drawn 
up of the willing and unwilling wairiois in his camp 
“ The first,” he said, “ shall be as dear to me as my own 
children , their needs shall be made known to me, and 
I will share all I have with them The others may stay 
at home, I want no cowards in ?;zj/armv” No one of 
course chose to be in the second list, and about this time 
w'as formed the famous guard called the Strelitzes, a body 
of chosen warriors who were alw a> s near the person of 
the Tzar 

In the middle of August, 1552, Ivan encamped m the 
meadows on the banks of die Volga, which spread like a 
brilliant gr^en carpet around the hill upon which stood 
the strongly fortified city of Kazan The Tatars had no 
fears ^ This is not the hist time,” they said, “that we 
have seen the Muscovites beneath our walls Then fruit 
less attacks always end m retreats, till we have leaint to 
laugh them to scorn and when Ivan sent them messen- 
gers with offers of peace, they replied, “ All is ready , we 
only await your coming to begin the feast ” 

They did not know of the great change that the last 
half century had made m sieges One of the Italian 
condottieri, or leaders of free companies, had made his 
way to Moscow, and, under his instructions, Ivan’s troops 
WQTQ for the first time to conduct a siege m the regular 
modern manner, by digging trenches m the eaith, and 
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tluowirg up the soil in front into a bank, behind \\bich 
the cannon and gunners are posted, with only small 
openings made through which to fire at some spot in the 
enem>’s walls These trenches are constantly worked 
nearer and nearei to the fortifications, till by the effect of 
the shot an opening or breach must be made in the walls, 
and the soldiers can then climb up upon scaling laddeis 
01 heaps of small faggots piled up to the height of the 
opening Sometimes, too, the besiegers burrow unde’- 
ground till they are just below the wall, then fill the hole 
with gunpowder, and blow up all above them , in short, 
instead of, as in former days, a w ell-fortified city being 
almost impossible to take, except by stamng out the 
ganison, a siege is m these times almost equally sure to 
erd in fa\our of the besiegers 
All through August and September the Russians made 
their approaches, while the Tatars resisted them bravel>, 
but often showing great barbanty Once when Ivan 
again sent a herald, accompanied by a number of Tatar 
prisoners, to offer terms to Yediguer, the present Khan, the 
defenders called out to their countrymen, “ You had better 
perish by our pure hands than by those of the w retched 
Christians,” and shot a whole flight of arrows at them 
hloreover, every morning the magicians used to come 
out at sunrise upon the w^alls, and their shneks, contor- 
tions, and waving of garments were believed, not only 
by the Tatars but by the Russians, and by Andrej 
Kourbsky himself, to bring foul weather, which greati> 
harassed the Russians On this Ivan sent to Moscow 
for a sacred cross that had been given to the Grand 
Prince Vladimir w^hen he was converted , the nvers were 
blessed and their water sprinkled round the camp, and 
the fair weather that ensued was supposed to be due to 
this counteraction of the incantations of the magicians 
These Tatars were Mahomedans, but they must have 



222 


A BOOK OF 


retained some of the ^md-raising enchantments of their 
Buddhist brethren in Asia 

A great mine had been made under the gate of Arsk, 
and eleven barrels of gunpowder placed in it On the 
30th of September it was blown up, and the whole tower 
became a heap of rums For some minutes the conster- 
nation of the besieged was such that there was a dead 
silence like the stillness of the grave The Russians 
rushed forward over the opening, but the Tatars, recover- 
ing at the sight of them, fought desperately, but could not 
prevent them from taking possession of the tower at the 
gateway Other mines were already prepared, and the 
Tzar gave notice of a general assault for the next day, 
and recommended all his warriors to purify their souls by 
repentance, confession, and communion, m readiness for 
the deadly strife before them In the mean time, he sent 
Yediguer a last offer of mercy, but the brave Tatars cried 
out, “ We will have no pardon * If the Russians ha\ e 
one tow^er, we will build another , if they rum our ramparts 
w^e will set up more We will be buried under the walls 
of Kazan, or else we will make him raise the siege ” 

Early dawn began to break ’^The sky was clear and 
cloudless The Tatars were on their walls, the Russians 
m their trenches , the Imperial eagle standard, which Iv an 
had lately assumed floated m the morning wind The two 
armies were perfectly silent, save here and there the bray 
of a signal trumpet, or beat of a naker drum m one or the 
other, and the continuous hum of the hymns and chants 
from the three Russian chapel-tents, The archers held 
then arrows on the string, the gunners stood with lighted 
matches The copper-clad domes of the minarets began 
to glow with the nsmg sunbeams, the muezzins were 
on the roofs about to call the Moslemin to prayei , the 
deacon in the Tzar’s chapel-tent was reading the Gospel 
‘‘ There shall be one fold and one Shepherd At that 
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moment the sun’s disk appeared above the eastern hills, 
and ere yet the red orb had fully mounted above the 
horizon, there was a burst as it were of tremendous 
thundermgs, and the ground shook beneath the church 
The Tzar went to the entrance, and found the whole city- 
hiU so rolled m sable smoke,” that he could distinguish 
no^-hmg, and, going back to his place, desired that the 
service should continue The deacon was in the midst of 
the prayer for the establishment of the power of the Tzar 
and the discomfiture of his enemies, when the crushing 
burst of another explosion rushed upon their eais, and as 
it died away another voice broke forth, the shout raised 
by every man in the Russian lines, God is wnth us ’ ” 
On then they marched towards the openings that the 
mines had made, but there the dauntless garrison, m spite 
of the terror and destruction caused by the two explosions, 
met them wnth unabated fury, rolling beams or pouring 
boiling water upon them as they strove to climb the 
bleach, and fighting hand to hand with them if they 
mounted It How^e\er, by the time the Tzar had com- 
pleted his demotions and mounted his hoise, his eagle 
could be seen above the smoke upon the citadel 

Still the city had to be won, step b> step, house by 
house, street by stieet , and even while struggling onwards 
the Russians were tempted aside by plunder among the 
rich stores of merchandize that were heaped up m the 
warehouses of this, the mart of the East The Khan 
piofited by their lack of discipline, and forced them 
back to the walls , nay, they would have absolutely been 
dr ven out at the gieat gate, but that they beheld their 
>oung Tzar on hoiseback among his grej -haired coun- 
cillors By the advice of these old men Ivan rode for- 
w^ard, and with his own hand planted the sacred standard 
at the gates, thus forming a barrier that the fugitn es v e^'C 
ashamed to pass At the same time he with half his 
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choice cavalry, dismounted, and entered the town all fresh 
and \ igorous, their rich armour glittering with gold and 
silver, and plumes of vanous colours streaming from their 
helmets in all the bnlliancy of Eastern taste This rein- 
forcement recalled the plunderers to their duty, and the 
Tatars were dnven back to the Khan^s palace, whence, 
after an hour’s defence, they were forced to retreat 

At a postern gate, Andiej Kourbsky and two hundred 
men met Yediguer and 10,000 Tatars, and cut off their 
retreat, enclosing them in the narrow streets They 
forced their Khan to take refuge in a tower, and made 
signs as if to capitulate ‘‘ Listen,” they said As long as 
we had a government we were wnlhng to die for our prince 
and countr}" Now Kazan is >ours, we deliver our Khan 
to jou, aln e and unhurt— lead him to the Tzar For our 
own part, we are coming dowm into the open field to dram 
our last cup of life with you ” 

Yediguer and one old councillor were accordingly 
placed in the hands of an officer, and then the desperate 
Tatars, climbing down the outside of the walls, made 
for the Kazanka, where no troops, except the small body 
under Andrej Kourbsky ard his brothei Romanus, were 
at leisure to pursue them The fighting was terrible, but 
the two princes kept them m view until checked by a 
marsh which horses could not pass The bold fugitives 
took refuge m a forest, where, other Russian troops coming 
up, all were surrounded and slam, since not a man of 
them would accept quarter 

Yediguer was fanffiy treated by Ivan, and accompany- 
ing him to Moscow, there became a Chnstian, and was 
baptized by the name of Simeon, in the presence of the 
Tzar and his whole court, on the banks of the Moskwa, 
He married a Russian lady, and his whole conduct proved 
that his conversion was sincere 

But this story has only been told at so much length to 
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shew \\hat manner of man Andrej Kotirbsky was, and 
Ivan Vassdovitch had been, and how they had once been 
brethien in arms , and perhaps it has been lingered o\er 
from the melancholy interest there must always be in 
watching the fall of a powerful nation, and the last 
struggles of gallant men Ivan was then a gallant, religiou 
and highly gifted pnnce, generous and merciful, and witu 
e\ery piomise of a glorious reign, full of benefits to his 
country Alas ’ this part of his career was one glimpse of 
bi ght^ess m the coarse of a long tempestuous da> His 
reign had begun when he was but three years old He had 
had a \ lolent and cruel mother, and had after her death, 
been bred up by evil-minded courtiers, vho absolutely 
taught him cruel and dissolute amusements in ordei to 
prevent him from attending to state affairs For a time, 
the exhortations of the good and fearless patriarch, and 
the influence of his gentle wife Anastasia, had prevailed , 
and with great vigour and strong principle he had shaken 
off all the evil habits of his boyhood, and begun, as it 
seemed, an admirable reign 

Too soon, a severe illness shook the balance of his mnd, 
and this was quickly followed b> the death of the excellent 
Tzanna Anastasia, Whether gnef farther unsettled him, 
or whether the loss of her gentle influence left him a prey 
to his wicked counsellors, from that time forward his 
conduct was so wildly savage and barbarous as to w in for 
him the surname of the Terrible Frantic actions, ex- 
travagant excesses, and freaks of horrible cnielty looked 
like insanity , and yet, on the other hand, he often showed 
himself a clear-headed and sagacious monarch, anxious 
for the glory and improvement of his people 

But he lived m continual suspicion, and dreaded e\ ery 
eminent man m his dominions Kourbsky, whom he had 
oncelo\ed and ti listed, and had chaiged wuh the com- 
mand of his army, as his most able bo>ard, fell under his 
Q 
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suspicion , and, with honor djia indignation, learnt that 
the Tzar was plotting against his life, and intended to 
have him put to death Kouibsky upon this explained to 
his wife that she must either see him put to a shameful 
death, or let him leave her for e\ei He ga\e his blessing 
to his son, a boy of nine >ears old, and leaving his house 
at night he scaled the wall of Moscow, and meeting his 
faithful servant, Vasili Shibanoff, with two horses, he 
made Ins escape This Vasili was his stiirup-bearei, 
one of those seifs over whom the bo>ard on whose land 
they were bom possessed absolute power That powei 
w'as often abused, but the instinctive faithfulness of the 
serf tow^ards his mastei could haidly be shaken, even by 
the most sa\age treatment, and a well tieated seif viewed 
his master’s family with enthusiastic love and veneration 
Vasili accompanied his master’s flight through the buch 
forests towards the Livonian frontier, the countiy wheie 
but lately Kourbsky had been leading the Tzar’s ainnes 
On the way the pnnee’s hoise became exhausted b> his 
weight, and Vasih insisted on giving up his own m its 
stead, though captme in the course of such desertion 
would ha\e been certain death Howe\ei, mastei and 
servant safely ainved at Wolmar in Livonia, and theie 
Andrej came to the determination of i enouncing the ser- 
vice of the ungrateful Ivan, and entering that of the King 
of Poland For this last step theie was no excuse No- 
thing can justify a man m taking up arms against his 
country, but m the middle ages the tie of loyalty was 
rather to the man than to the state, and Andrej Kourbsky 
seems to have deemed that his honour would be safe, 
provided he sent a letter to his sovereign, explaining his 
grievances and giving up his allegiance The letter is 
said to have been full of grave seventy and deep, sup- 
pi essed indignation, though tempeiate in tone , but no 
one would consent to be tlie bearer of such a missive^ 
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since the cruel tjTant’s first fur} was almost certain to fall 
on him who presented it Belie\ ing his master’s honour at 
stake, Vasili offered himself to be the bearer of the fatal 
letter, and Kourbsky accepted the offer, tendering to him 
a sum of mone} , which the serf rejected, knowing that 
money would soon be of little service to him, and seeking 
no reward for what he deemed his duty to his lord 

As Ivan’s justice had turned mto barbanty, so his 
religion had turned into foolish fanatic observance He 
had built a monastery near Moscow for himself and three 
bundled chosen boyards, and every morning at three or 
four o’clock he took his two sons into the belfry w ith him 
and proceeded to strike the bells, the Russian mode of 
ringing them, till all the brethren were assembled This 
bell-soundmg was his fav ounte occupation, and m it he 
was engaged when Vasili arri'ved The servant aw^aited 
him in the vestibule, and delveied the letter with these 
words “ Fiom my master and thine exile, Prince Andrej 
Kourbsky” 

Ivan answered by such a blow on the leg with his iron- 
tipped rod that the blood poured from the wound, but 
Vasili neither started, cried out, nor moved a feature At 
once the Tzar bade him be seized and tortured, to make 
him disclose whether his mastei had any partners in guilt, 
or if any plans were matured But no extremity of agony 
could extract aught but praises of the pnnce, and as- 
surances of his readiness to die for him From early mom 
till late at night the tortureis worked, one succeeding 
when another was tired out , but nothing could overcome 
his constancy, and his last words were a prayer to implore 
his God to have mercy on his master and forgive his 
desertion 

His praise came even from the tenant, who wrote to 
Koi$rbsky — Let thy servant Vaska * shame thee He 
1 The abbreviation of Vasili or Basil 
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preserved his truth to thee before the Tzar and the people 
Ha\mg given thee his word of fauh, he kept it, even 
befoie the gates of death ” 

After the flight of Kourbsky, the lage of Ivan continued 
to increase vith each yeai of his life He had formed 
a sort of body-guard of a thousand ruffians, called the 
Opiichnma, who earned out his barbarous commands, 
and committed an infinity of murders and lobbenes on 
their own account He was like a distorted caricature of 
Henry VIII , and, like him, united violence and cruelty 
with great exactness about religious worship, canymg 
his personal obseivances to the most fanatic extrava- 
gance 

In the vacancy of the Metropolitan See, he cast his 
e>cs upon the monastery m the little island of Solovsky, 
in the White Sea, where the Piior, Feeleep Kolotchof, was 
noted for his holy life, and the good he had done among 
the wild and miseiable population of tke island He was 
the son of a rich boyard,but had devoted himself ffom his 
youth to a monastic life, and the fame of his exertions in 
behalf of the islanders had led the Tzar to send him not 
only precious vessels for the use of his church, but contri- 
butions to the store churches, piers, and hostelries that 
he raised for his people , for v horn he had made rpads, 
drained marshes, introduced cattle, and made fisheries 
and salt-pans, charging the whole aspect of the place, and 
lessening even the inclemency of the climate 

On this good man the Tzar fixed his choice He wrote 
to him to come to Moscow to attend a synod, and on his 
'll rival made him dine at the palace, and informed him 
that he was to be chief pastor of the Russian Church. 
Feeleep burst into tears, enti eating permission to refuse, 
and beseeching the Tzar not to trust “ so heavy a freight 
to such a ftebie Laik” Ivan held to his determination, 
and Feeleep then begged him at least to dismiss the ciuel 
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Opnchnma How can I bless you,” he said, while I 
see my country m mourning ? ” 

The Tzar replied by mentioning his suspicions of all 
around him, and commanded Feeleep to be silent He 
expected to be sent back to his com ent at once, but, in- 
stead of this, the Tzar commanded the clergy to elect him 
Archbishop, and they all added their entreaties to him to 
accept the office, and endeavour to soften the Tzar, who 
respected him, and he yielded at last, sa>mg, “The will of 
the Tzar and the pastors of the Church must, then, be 
done ” 

At his consecration, he preached a seimon on the power 
of mildness, and the supenoiity of the victories of love 
over the triumphs of war It awoke the better feehngs of 
Ivan, and for months he abstained from any deed of 
violence , his good days seemed to have returned, and he 
lived in intimate fnendship wnth the good Archbishop 

But after a time the sleeping lion began to waken 
Ivan^s suspicious mind took up an idea that Feeleep had 
been incited by the nobles to request the abolition of the 
Oprichnina, and that they weie exciting a revolt The 
spies whom he sent into Moscow told him that where- 
e\ er an Oprichnik appeared, the people shrank away m 
silenpe, as, poor thmgs ’ they well might He fancied 
this a sign that conspiracies were brewing, and all his 
atrocities began again The tortures to which whole 
families were put were most hombie, the Oprichniks 
went through the streets with poignards and axes, seeking 
out their victims, and kiUmg from ten to twenty a day 
The corpses lay in the streets, for no one dared to leave 
his house to bury them Feeleep vainly sent letters and 
exhortations to the Tzar — ^they were unnoticed The rm^ 
happy citizens came to the Archbishop, entreating him to 
intercede for them, and he gave them his promise that 
he would not spare hts own blood to save theirs 



A BOOK OF 


230 

One Sunday, as Feeleep was about to celebrate the Holy 
Communion, Ivan came into the Cathedral with a troop 
of his satellites, like him, fantastically dressed m black 
cassocks and high caps He came towards the Metro- 
politan, but Feeleep kept his eyes fixed on the picture 
of our Lord, and never looked at him Some one said, 
‘ Holy Father, here is the prince , give him your blessing ” 

“ No,’’ said the Archbishop, “ I know not the Tzar in 
tins strange disguise—still less do I know him in his 
government Oh, Prince ’ we are here offering sacrifice 
to the Lord, and beneath the altar the b^ood of guiltless 
Christians is flowing in torrents You are indeed on 
the throne, but there is One above all, our Judge and 
yours How shall you appeal before His Judgment Seat^ 
—stained with the blood of the righteous, stunned with 
their shrieks, for the stones beneath your feet cry out for 
vengeance to hea\en Prince, I speak as shepherd of 
souls , I fear God alone ” 

The Archbishop was within the golden gates, which, in 
Russian churches, close m the sanctuary 01 chancel, and 
are only entered by the clergy He was thus out of reach 
of the cruel iron-tipped staff, which the Tzar could only 
strike furiously on the pa\ement, crying out, “ Rash monk, 

I have spared you too long Henceforth I will be to you 
such as you descnbe ’’ 

The murders went on in their full horrors , but, in 
spite of the threat, the Archbishop remained unmolested, 
though broken-hearted at the cruelties around him At 
last, however, his resolute witness became more than the 
tyrant would endure, and messengers were secretly sent 
to the island of Solovsky, to endeavour to find some 
accusation against him They tampeifed with all the 
monks in the convent, to induce them to find some fault 
in him, but each answered that he was a saint in every 
thought, word, and deed , until at last Payssi, the pnor 
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who had succeeded him, as induced, by the hope of a 
bishopric, to bear false witness against him 
He was cited before an assembly of bishops and bo>ards, 
presided over by the Tzar, and there he patiently listened 
to the monstrous stones told by Payssi Instead of de- 
fending himself, he simply said, “This seed will not 
bnng you a good harvest , ” and, addressing himself to 
the Tzar, said, “ Prince, you are mistaken if you think 
I fear death Having attained an advanced age, far from 
stormy passions and worldly intrigues, I onlv desire to 
return my soul to the Most High, my So\ereign Master 
and yours Better to perish an innocent martyr, than as 
metropolitan to look on at the horrois and impieties of 
these wretched times Do what >ou will with me ’ PI ere 
are the pastoral staff, the white mitre, and the mantle 
w-ith which you invested me And you, bishops, archi- 
mandntes, abbots, servants of the altar, feed the flock of 
Chi 1st zealousl>, as preparing to give an account thereof, 
and fear the Judge of Heaven more than tlie earthly judge ” 
He was then departing, when the Tzar recalled him, 
saymg that he could not be his own judge, and that he 
must await his sentence In truth, worse indignities w^ere 
preparing for him He was in the midst of the Liturgy 
on the 8th of November, the Greek Michaelmas, when a 
boyaid came in with a troop of armed Opnchmks, who 
overawed the people, while the boyard read a paper de- 
grading the Metropolitan from his sacred office , and then 
the ruflians, entering through the golden gates, toie off 
his mitre and robes, wrapped him in a mean gown, abso- 
lutely swept him out of the church with brooms, and took 
him in a sledge to the Convent of the Epiphany The 
people ran after him, weeping bitterly, while the venerable 
old man blessed them with uplifted hands, and, whenever 
he could be heard, repeated his last injunction, “Pray, 
pray to God ” 
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Once again he was led before the Emperor^ to hear the 
monstrous sentence, that foi sorcery, and other heavy 
charges, he was to be imprisoned for life He said no 
leproachful word, only, for the last time, he besought the 
Tzar to have pity on Russia, and to remember how his 
ancestors had reigned, and the happy days of his youth 
I\an only commanded the soldiers to take him away, 
and heuas heavily ironed, and thrown into a dungeon, 
whence he was afterwards transferred to a convent on the 
banks of the Moskwa, where Ije was kept bare of almost 
all the necessanes of life and in a few days’ time the 
head of Ivan Bonssovitch Kolotchof, the chief of his 
family, was sent to him, with the message, “ Here are the 
remains of your dear kinsman, your sorcery could not 
save him * ” Feeleep calmly took the head m his arms, 
blessed it, and gave it back 

The people of Moscow gathered round the convent, 
gazed at his cell, and told each other stones of his 
good works, which they began to magnify inta miracles 
Thereupon the Emperor sent him to another convent, at 
a greater distance Here he remained till the next year, 
1569, when Maluta Skouratof, a Tatar noted as a favou- 
rite of the Tzar, and one of the chief ministers of his 
cruelty, came into his cell, and demanded his blessing for 
the Tzar 

The Archbishop replied that blessings only await good 
men and good works, adding tranquilly, I know what 
\ o i are come for I have long looked for death Let the 
1 zar’s will be done ” The assassin then smothered him, 
but pretended to the abbot that he had been stifled by 
tlic heat of the cell He was buried m haste behind the 
altar, but his remains have since been removed to his 
own cathedral at Moscow, the scene where he had freely 
offered his own life by confronting the tyrant in the vain 
endeavour to save his people 



GOLDEN DEEDS 2.33 

Vani, too, was the reproof of the hemiit, who shocked 
Ivan’s scruples b> offering him a piece of raw flesh in the 
middle of Lent, and told him that he was preying on the 
flesh and blood of his subjects The crimes of Ivan grew 
more and more terrible, and yet his acuteness was such 
that they can hardly be ascribed to insanity He caused 
the death of his own son by a blow with that fatal staff of 
his , and at last, after a fever, vaned by terrible delirium, 
in which alone his remorse manifested itself, he died 
while setting up the pieces for a game at chess, on the 
17th of March, 1584. 

This has been a horrible story, m reality infinitely more 
horrible than we have made it , but theie is this blessing 
among many others in Christianity, that the blackest 
night makes its diamonds oni} show their living lustre 
more plainly and surely even Ivan the Terrible, in spite 
of himself, did something for the world in bnnging out 
the faithful fearlessness of Archbishop Feeleep, and the 
constancy of the stirrup-bearer, Vasili 
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FORT ST ELMO 
1565 

The whte cioss of the Order of St John waved on the 
towers of Rhodes for two hundred and fifty-five years 
In 1552, after a desperate resistance, the Turks, under 
their great Sultan, Sol>inan the hlagnificent, succeeded 
m driving the Knights Hospitallers fiona their beautiful 
home, and they were again cast upon the world 
They were resohed, however, to continue their old work 
of protecting the Mediterranean travellers, and thankfully 
accepted, as a gift from the Emperor Charles V , the little 
islet of Malta as their new station It was a great contrast 
to their former home, being little more than a mere rock 
nsmg steeply out of the sea, white, glaring, and with very 
shallow earth, unfit to bear com, though it produced plenty 
of oranges, figs, and melons, — with little water, and no 
wood, — the buildings wretched, and for the most part 
uninhabited, and the few people a miserable mongrel set, 
part Arab, part Greek, part Sicilian, and constantly kept 
down by the descents of the Mooiish pirates, who used 
to land m the unprotected bays, and carry off all the 
wretched beings they could catch, to sell for slaves It 
wras a miserable exchange from fertile Rhodes, which was 
nearly five times larger than this barren rock , but the 
Knights only wanted a hospital, a fortress, and a harbour, 
and this last they found m the deeply-indented northern 
shore, while they made the two first Only a few years 
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had passed before the dreary Citti Notabiie had become 
in truth a notable city, full of fine castle-hke houses, in- 
firmaries, and noble churches, and fenced in with mighty 
wails and battlements— country houses were perched upon 
the rocks— the harbours were fortified, and tilled with 
vessels of war— and deep vaults were hollowed out in the 
rock, in which com was stored sufficient to supply the 
inhabitants for many months 

E\ery where that there was need was seen the red fiag 
with the eight-pointed cross If there was an earthquake 
on the shores of Italy or Sicily, there were the ships of 
St John, bringing succour to the crushed and ruined towns- 
people In every battle with Turk or Moor, the Knights 
were among the foremost , and, as ever before, their galleys 
were the aid of the peaceful merchant, and the terror of 
the corsair Indeed, they were nearer Tunis, Tripoli, and 
Algiers, the great nests of these Moorish pirates, and 
were better able to threaten them, and thwart their cruel 
descents, than when so much farther eastward , and the 
Mahometan power found them quite as obnoxious in 
Malta as m Rhodes 

Solyman the Magnificent resolved, m his old age, to 
sweep these obstinate Christians from the seas, and, only 
twelve years after the siege of Rhodes, prepared an enor- 
mous armament, which he united with those of the Barbaxy 
pirates, and placed under the command of Mustafa and 
Fiah, his two bravest pashas, and Dragut, a terrible 
Aigerme corsair, who had already made an attempt upon 
the island, but had been repulsed by the good English 
knight, Sir Nicholas Upton Without the advice of this 
pirate the Sultan desired that nothing should be under- 
taken 

The Grand Master who had to meet this tremendous 
danger was Jean Parisot de La Valette, a brave and re- 
solute maUf as noted for his piety and tenderness to the 
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sick m the infirmaries as for his unflinching courage 
When he learnt the intentions of the Sultan, he began by 
collecting a Chapter of his Order, and, after laying his 
tidings before them, said A formidable army and a cloud 
of barbarians are about to burst on this isle Brethren, 
the> are the enemies of Jesus Christ The question is the 
defence of the Faith, and whether the Gospel shall yield 
to the Koran God demands from us the life that we 
have already devoted to Him by our profession Happy 
they who in so good a cause shall first consummate their 
sacrifice But, that we may be worthy, my brethren, let 
us hasten to the altar, there to lenew our vows , and may 
to each one of us be imparted, by the veiy Blood of the 
Saviour of mankind, and by faithful participation m His 
Sacraments, that generous contempt of death that can 
alone render us invincible ” 

With these words, he led the way to the church, and 
there was not an individual knight who did not on that 
day confess and receive the Holy Communion , after 
which they were as new men — all disputes, all trivialities 
and follies were laid aside — and the whole community 
awaited the siege like persons under a solemn dedication 

The chief harbour of Malta is a deep bay, turned 
towards the north, and divided into two lesser bays by a 
large tongue of rock, on the point of which stood a strong 
castle, called Fort St Elmo The gulf to the westward 
has a little island m it, and both gulf and islet are called 
Marza Muscat The gulf to the east, called the Grand 
Port, was again divided by three fingers of rock projecting 
from the mainland, at right angles to the tongue that bore 
F ort St Elmo Each finger was armed with a strong talon 
— the Castle of La Sangle to the east, the Castle of St 
Angelo in the middle, and Fort Ricasoli to the west Be- 
tween St Angelo and La Sangle was the harbour where 
all the ships of war were shut up at night by an immense 
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cliain , and behiiid was il Borgd, the chief fortification in 
the island Citt^ Notabile and Gozo were inland^ and their 
fate Dald depend tipdn that of the defences of the harbour 
To defend all this^ the Grand Master could only number 
700 knights and 8,500 soldiers He sent to summon home 
all those of the Order who were dispersed in the different 
commandenes in France, Spain, and Germany, and en- 
treated aid from the Spanish king, Philip II , who wished 
to be considered as the prime champion of Roman Ca- 
tholic Chnstendom, and who alone had the power of 
assisting him The Duke of Alva, \ iceroy for Philip in 
Sicily, made answer that he would endeavour to relieve 
the Order, if they could hold out Fort St Elmo till the 
fleet could be got together , but that if this castle were 
once lost, it would be impossible to bnng them aid, and 
they must be left to their fate 
The Grand Master divided the vanous posts to the 
knights according to their countnes The Spaniards 
under the Commander De Guerras, Bailiff of Negropont, 
had the Castle of St Elmo , the French had Port de la 
Sangle , the Germans, and the few English knights whom 
the Reformation had left, were charged wuth the defence 
of the Port of the Borgo, which seiv'-ed as head-quarters, 
and the Commander Copier, with a body of troops, was to 
remain outside the town and watch and harass the enemy 
On the 1 8th of May, 1565, the Turkish fleet came in 
sight It consisted of 159 ships, rowed by Christian 
slaves between the decks, and carrying 30,000 Janissaries 
and Spahis, the ternble warriors to whom the Turks owed 
most of their victories, and after them came, spreading for 
miles over the blue waters, a multitude of ships of burthen 
bringing the horses of the Spahis, and such heavy batter- 
ing cannon as rendered the dangers of a siege infinitely 
greatei than in formei days These Janissaries were a 
strange, disloited leseinbknce of the knights themselves, 
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for they were bound in a strict brotherhood of arms, and 
were not manned, so as to care for nothing but each other, 
the Sultan, and the honour of their troop They were 
not dull, apathetic Turks, but chiefly natives of Circassia 
and Georgia, the land where the human race is most 
beautiful and nobly formed They were stolen fiom their 
homes, or, too often, sold by their paients when too young 
to remember their Christian baptism, and were bred up 
as Mahometans, with no home but their corps, no kindred 
but their fellow-soldiers Their title, given by the Sultan 
who first enrolled them, meant New Soldiers, their ensign 
was a camp kettle, as that of then Pashas %\as one, two, 01 
three horses’ tails, m honour of the old Kurdish chief, the 
founder of the Turkish empire , but there was no homeli- 
ness in their appointments, their weapons — scimitars, 
pistols, and carahmes— were crusted with gold and jewels , 
their head-dress, though made in imitation of a slee\e, 
was gorgeous, and their gaiments were of the richest 
wool and silk, dyed with the deep, exquisite colours of the 
East Terrible warriors w^ere they, and almost equally 
dreaded were the Spahis, light horsemen from Albania 
and the other Greek and Bulgaiian provinces, who had 
entered the Turkish sen ice, and were great plunderers, 
swift and cruel, ghttenng, both man and horse, with the 
jewels they had gained m then forays 

These were chiefly troops for the land attack, and they 
were set on shore at Port St Thomas, where the com- 
manders, Mustafa and Piaii, held a council, to decide where 
they should first attack. Piali wished to wait for Dragut, 
who was daily expected, but Mustafa was afraid of losing 
time, and of being caught by the Spanish fleet, and in- 
sisted on at once laying siege to Foit St Elmo, which 
was, he thought, so small that it could not hold out more 
than five or six days 

Indeed, it could not hold above 300 men;^ but these were 
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some of the bravest of the knights, and as it was only 
attacked on the land side, they were able to put off boats 
at night and communicate with the Grand Master and 
their brethern m the Borgo The Turks set up their 
batteries, and fired their enormous cannon shot upon the 
foitifications One of then terrible pieces of ordnance 
earned stone bails of 160 lbs , and no wonder that stone 
and mortar gave -way before it, and that a breach was 
opened m a few da>s’ time That night, when, as usual, 
boat-loads of wounded men were transposed across to 
the Borgo, the Bailiff of Negropont sent the knight La 
Cerda to the Grand Master to gi\e an account of the 
state of things and ask for he^p La Cerda spoke strongly, 
and, befoie a great numbex of knights, declared that there 
was no chance of so weak a place holding out for more 
than a week 

“What has been lost,” said the Giand Master, “since 
> ou cry out for help 

“ Sir,” replied La Cerda, “ the castle may be regarded 
as a patient m extremity and devoid of strength, who can 
only be sustained by continual remedies and constant 
succour ” 

“ I will be doctor myself,” replied the Grand Master, 
“ and will bring others with me who, if they cannot cure 
you of fear, will at least be bra\e enough to prevent the 
infidels from seizing the fort ” 

The fact was, as he well knew, that the little fort could 
not hold out long, and he grieved over the fate of hiS 
Kmghts , but time was everything, and the fate of the 
whole isle depended upon the white cross being stiU on 
that point of land when the tardy Sicilian fleet should set 
sail He \vas one who would ask no one to run into penis 
that he would not share, and he was bent on throwing 
himself iijto St Elmo, and being rather buried under the 
rams than to leave the Mussulmans free a moment sooner 
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than could be helped to attack the Borgo and Castle of 
St Angelo But the whole Chapter of Knights entreated 
him to abstain, and so many volunteered for this despe- 
rate service, that tbe only difficulty was to choose among 
them Indeed, La Cerda had done the garrison injustice , 
no one^s heart was failing but his own , and the next day 
there was a respite, for a cannon shot from St Angelo 
falling into the enem)’s camp, shattered a stone, a splm 
ter of which struck down Piali Pasha He was thought 
dead, and the camp and fleet were in confusion, which 
enabled the Grand Master to send off his nephew^, the 
Chevalier de la Valette Comusson, to Messina to entreat 
the Viceroj of Sicily to hasten to their relief, to give 
him a chart of the enhance of the haibour, and a list of 
signals, and to desire in especial that tw^o ships belonging 
to the Order, and filled with the knights who had hurried 
from distant lands too late for the beginning of the siege, 
might come to him at once To this the Viceroy returned 
a promise that at latest the fleet should sail on the isth 
of June, adding an exhortation to him at all sacnfices to 
maintain St Elmo This reply the Grand Master trans- 
mitted to the gambon, and it nerved them to fight even 
with more patience and self sacrifice A desperate sally 
was led by the Chevalier de Medran who fought his way 
into the trenches where the Turkish cannon were planted, 
and at first drove all before him , but the Jamssanes 
rallied and forced back the Chnstians out of the trenches 
Unfortunately there w^as a high wund, which drove the 
smoke of the artillery down on the counter-scarp (the 
slope of masonry facing the rampart), and while it was 
thus hidden from the Chnstians, the Turks succeeded m 
effecting a lodgment there, fortifjung themselves wuth 
trees and sacks of earth and wool When the smoke 
denied off, the knights were dismayed to see the horse- 
tail ensigns of the Jamssanes so near them, and cannon 
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already prepared to batter the ravelin, or outvvo k pio- 
tectmg the gateway 

La Cerda proposed to blow this fortification up, and 
abandon it, but no other knight would hear of deserting 
an inch of wall while it could yet be held 

But again the sea was specked with white sails from the 
south-east Six galleys came from Egypt, beanng 900 
troops — Mameluke horsemen, troo^-s recruited much like 
the Janissaries and quite as formidable These ships were 
commanded by Ulucciali, an Italian, who had demed his 
faith and become a Mahometan, and was thus regarded 
with especial horror by the chivalry of Malta And the 
swarm thickened for a few days more , like white-winged 
and beautiful but venomous insects hovenng round their 
prey, the graceful Moorish galleys and galliots came up 
from the south, beanng 600 dark-visaged, white-turbaned, 
lithe-limbed Moors from Tripoli, under Dragut himself 
The thundeis of all the guns roaring forth their salute of 
honour told the garrison that the most formidable enem\ 
of all had arrived And now their little white rock was 
closed in on every side, with nothing but its own firmness 
to be its aid 

Dragut did not approve of having begun with attackmg 
Fort St Elmo , he thought that the inland towns should 
have been first taken, and Mustafa offered to discontmue 
the attack, but this the Corsair said could not now bx, 
done with honour, and under him the attack went on 
more furiously than ever He planted a battery of foui 
guns on the point guarding the entrance of Marza Muscat, 
the other gulf, and the spot has ever since been called 
Dragut’s Point Strange to say, the soldiers in the 
ravelin fell asleep, and thus enabled the enemy to scramble 
up by climbing on one another’s shoulders and enter the 
place As soon as the alarm was given, the Bailiff of 
Negropont, with a number of knights, rushed into the 
R 
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ri\elin, aad fought 'with the utmost de&peratioiij but all 
in \ ain , the} never succeeded in dislodging the Turks, and 
bad almost been followed by- them into the Fort itself 
Only the utmost courage turned back the enemy at last, 
and, it w^as believed, with a loss of 3000 The Order 
had twenty knights and a hundred soldiers killed, with 
many more wounded One knight named Abel de 
Bndiers, who was shot through the body, refused to be 
assisted by his brethren, saying, “ Reckon me no more 
among the living You will be doing better by defending 
oui brothers ” He dragged himself away, and was found 
dead before the altar in the Castle chapel The other 
w^ounded weie brought back to the Borgo in boats at 
night, and La Ceida availed himself of a slight scratch to 
come with them and remain, though the Bailiff of Negio- 
pont, a very old man, and with a really severe wound, 
returned as soon as it had been dressed, together with the 
reinforcements sent to supply the place of those who had 
been slam The Giand Master, on finding how small had 
been La Cerda’s hurt, put him in pnson for several days , 
but he was afterwards released, and met his death bravely 
on the ramparts of the Borgo 
The rsth of June was passed Nothing would make 
the Sicilian Viceioy move, nor even let the war-ships 0 
the Order sail with their owm knights, and the little foi c 
that had been supposed unable to hold out a week, had 
foi full a month resisted every attack of the enemy 
At last Dragut, though severely wounded while recor 
noitrmg, set up a battery on the hill of Calcara, so as t 
command the strait, and hinder the succours from bem 
sent across to the fort The wounded were laid down i \ 
the chapel and the vaults, and well it was foi them thaJ 
each knight of the Order could be surgeon and nurse On ^ 
good swummer crossed under cover of darkness with thei 
last messages, and La Valette prepared five armed boat 
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for their relief , but the elieiii> had fifteen already m tne 
bay, and communication -was entirely cut oft It w ■’s the 
night before the 23d of June when these bia\ e men knew 
then time was come All night they piayed, and prepart-d 
themselves to die by givmg one another the last rites of 
the Church, and at daylight each repaired to his post, 
those who could not walk being earned in chairs, and sat 
ghastly figures, sword m hand, on the bnnk of the breach, 
ready for their last fight 

By the middle of the day every Christian knight in St 
Elmo had died upon his post, and the little heap of rums 
was in the hands of the enemy Diagut was dyirg of his 
wound, but just lived to hear that the place was won, 
when It had cost the Sultan 8,000 men ’ Well might 
Mustafa say, ‘‘ If the son has cost us so much, what will 
the fatnei do 

It would be too long to tell the glorious story of the 
thiee months’ furthei siege of the Borgo The patience 
and resolution of the knights was unshaken, though daily 
there were tremendous battles, and week aftei week passed 
by without the ta’-d) lelicf from Spam It is beiie\ed 
that Philip II thought that the Turks would exhaust 
themselves against the Order, and forbade his Viceroy 
to haz'^rd his fleet , but at last he was shamed into per- 
mitting the armament to be fitted out Two hundred 
knights of St John weie waiting at Messina, m despair 
at being unable to leach their bicthren m their deadly 
strait, and constantly haunting the ^aceioy’s palace, till 
he grew impatient, and declaied they did not treat him 
respectfully enough, nor call him “ Excellency ” 

“ Senor,” said one of them, “ if you will only bnng us 
m time to save tlie Ordei, I will call you anything you 
please, excellency, highness, or majesty itself/ 

At last, on the ist of September, the fleet really set sail, 
but it hovered cautiously about on the ferther side of the 
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island, and only landed 6,000 men and then returned to 
Sicily However, the tidings of its approach had spread 
such a panic among the Turkish soldiers, who were worn 
out and exhausted by their exertions, that they hastily 
raised the siege, abandoned their heavy artillery, and, 
removing their gairison from Fort St Elmo, re-embarked 
in haste and confusior No sooner, however, was the 
Pasha in his ship than he became ashamed of his pre- 
cipitation, more especially when he learnt that the relief 
that had put 16,000 men to flight consisted only of 6,000, 
and he resolved to land and gi\ e battle , but his troops 
weie angr> and unwilling, and were actually driven out of 
their ships by blows 

In the meantime, the Grand Master had again placed 
a garrison in St Elmo, which the Turks had repaired and 
restored, and once more the cioss of St John waved on 
the end of its tongue of land, to greet the Spanish allies 
A battle was fought with the newly-anived troops, m 
which the Turks were defeated , they again took to then 
ships, and the Viceroy of Sicily, from Syracuse, beheld 
their fleet m full sail for the East 

Meantime, the gates of the Borgo were thrown open to 
receive the brethren and fnends who had been so long 
held back fiom coming to the relief of the home of the 
Older Four months’ siege, by the heaviest artillery in 
Europe, had shattered the walls and destroyed the streets, 
till, to the eyes of the new comers, the town looked like a 
place taken by assault, and sacked by the enemy , and of 
the whole gamson, knights, soldiers, and sailors all together 
only SIX hundred were left able to bear arms, and they for 
the most part covered with wounds The Gr^md Master 
and his surviving knights could hardly be recognised, so 
pale and altered were they by wounds and excessive 
fatigue , their hair, beards, dress, and amour showing that 
for four full months they had hardly undressed, or lam 
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down unarmed The new comers could not retain their 
tears, but all together proceeded to the church to letum 
thanks for the conclusion of their penis and afflictions. 
Rejoicings extended all over Europe, above all m Italy, 
Spam, and southern Fiance, where the Order of St John 
was the sole protection against the descents of the Barbary 
coisairs The Pope sent La "V alette a cardinaFs hat, but 
he would not accept it, as unsuited to his office , Philip II 
presented him wuth a jewelled sword and dagger Some 
thousand unadorned swords a few months sooner would 
have been a better testimony to his constancv, and that 
of the brave men whose li\es Spam had w'asted by her 
cruel delays 

The Borgo was thenceforth called Citta Vittonosa , but 
La Valette decided on building the chief town of the isle 
on the peninsula of Foit St Elmo, and m this work he 
spent his latter da>s, till he was killed b> a sun-stroke^ 
while superintending the new woiks of the city which is 
deservedly known b> ins name, as Valetta 

The Order of St John lost much of its character, and 
w^as finally sw ept from Malta in the general confusion of 
the Revolutionary wars The British crosses now float m 
the harbour of Malta, but the steep white rocks must 
ever bear the memory of the self-devoted endurance of the 
beleaguered knights, and, foremost of all, of those who 
perished m St Elmo, in order that the signal banner 
might to the very last summon the tardy Viceroy to their 
aid 
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iHE VOLUNTARY CONVICT 
1622 

In the early summer of the year 1605, a coasting vessel 
■v\as sailing along the beautiful Gulf of Lyons, the wind 
blowing gentl> in the sails, the blue Mediterranean lying 
glittering to the south, and the curved line of the Fiench 
shore rising in purple and green tints, dotted with white 
towns and villages Suddenly three light, white-sailed 
ships appea’*ed in the ofhng, and the captain’s practised 
e]ye detected that the wings that bore them were those of 
a bird of prey He knew them for African brigantines, 
and though he made all sail, it was impossible to run into 
a French port, as on, on they came, not entirely depend- 
ing on the ^vlnd, but, like steamers, impelled by unseen 
powers within them Alas * that power was not the force 
of innocent steam, but the arms of Chiistian rowers 
chained to the oar Sure as the pounce of a haw^k upon 
a partridge was the swoop of the corsairs upon the French 
vessel A signal to surrender followed, but the captain 
boldly refused, and armed his crew, bidding them stand 
to their guns But the fight was too unequal, the brave 
little ship was disabled, the pirates boarded her, and, after 
a sharp fight on deck, three of the crew lay dead, all the 
rest were wounded, and the vessel was the prwe of the 
pirates The captain was at once killed, in revenge for 
his resistance, and all the rest of the crew and passengers 
were nut in chains Amoner ■nas^prifcrprc woe a 
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\oung piicst named Vincent de Paul, the son of a faimer 
in Laiguedoc, ^\^o had used his utmost endeavours tc 
educate his son for the ministrv'-, even selling the oxc i 
fioin the plough to provide for the college openses A 
small legac> had just fallen to the young man, fiom a 
ic'atmn who had died at IMaiseilles, he had been thither 
to receive it, and had been pcis jaded b} a friend to 
letuin home by sea And this was the lesult of the 
pleasant voyage The legacy was the p’*e> of the pirates, 
and Vincent, severely wounded bv an arrows-, and hca\ U 
chamed, lav half stifled in a corner of the hoM of the sh p, 
a captu e probabI> for life to the enemies of the faith It 
was tiue that Fiance had scandalized Euiope bv makmg 
peace with the Dey of Tunis, but this was ? tnfle to the 
corsairs , and when, after seven da} s’ fuither ciaiis ivj 
thc> put into the 1 aiboui of luns, thev drew up an 
account of their captuie, calling it a Spanish vessel, to 
prev ent the French Consi I from claiming the prisoners 
The captives had the coaisc blue and white garments 
of Slav es giv en them, and w ere v\ alked nv e o’* six times 
through the nai^ovv sticcts '^nd bazaars of Tunis, by 
w ay of exhibition Thev w ere then b ought back to their 
sh p, and the purchasers came thithei ^o baigain for them 
They were examined at their meals, to see if the} had 
good appetites , their s’dcs were felt like those of oxens^i 
their teeth looked at like those of horses , their wounds 
were searched, and they were made to lun and walk to 
show the play of their limbs All this Vincent endured 
w ith patient submiss on, constantly supported b} the 
thought of Him who took upon Him the form of a sen ant 
for our sakes , and he did his best, ill as he was, to give 
his companions the same confidence 

\^/eak ard unwell, Vincent was sold cheap to afisher- 
m''n, but in his new service it soon became apparent 
that the sea made him so ill as to be of no use so he w as 
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sold again to one of the Moorish physicians, the like of 
whom may still be seen, smoking their pipes sleepily, 
under their white turbans, cross-legged, among the drugs 
in their shop windows — ^these being small open spaces be- 
neath the beautiful stone lace-work of the Moorish lattices 
The physician was a great chemist and distiller, and for 
four years had been seeking the philosopher’s stone, which 
was supposed to be the secret of making gold He found 
his slave’s learning and intelligence so useful that he giew 
\ery fond of him, and tried haid to persuade him to 
turn Mahometan, offering him not only liberty, but the 
inheritance of all his wealth, and the secrets that he had 
discovered 

The Christian priest felt the temptation sufficiently to be 
always grateful for the grace that had carried him thiough 
It At the end of a >ear, the old doctor died, and his 
nephew sold Vincent again His next mastei was a nati\ e 
of Nice, who had not held out against the temptation to 
renounce his faith in older to avoid a life of slaver}'', but 
had become a renegade, and had the charge of one of the 
farms of the De} of Tunis The farm was on a hill side 
in an extremely hot and exposed region, and Vincent 
suffered much from being theie set to field labour, but he 
endured ill without a murmur His master had three 
and one of them, who was of Turkish birth, used 
often to come out and talk to him, asking him many 
questions about his religion Sometimes she asked him to 
sing, and he would then chant the psalm of the captive Jews 
By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept and 
others of the “ songs * of his Zion The woman at last 
told her husband that he must have been wrong m for- 
saking a lehgion of which her slave had told her such 
wonderful things Her words had such an effect on the 
renegade that he sought the slave, and m conversation 
With him soon came to a full sense of his own misezable 
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position as an apostate A change of lehgion on the part 
of a Mahometan is, however, always visited with death, 
both to the convert and his instructor An Algenne, who 
was discovered to have become a Chnstian, was about 
this time said to have been walled up at once m the for- 
tifications he had been building , and the story has been 
confirmed by the recent discovery, by the French en- 
gineers, of the remains of a man within a huge block 
of clay, that had taken a perfect cast of his Moonsh 
features, and of the surface of his garments, and even 
had his black hair adhering to it Vincent’s mastei, 
terrified at such penis, resolved to make his escape in 
secret with his slave It is disappointing to hear nothing 
of the wife , and not to know whether she would not or 
could not accompany them All we know is, that master 
and Slav e trusted themselves alone to a small bark, and, 
safeiv crossing the lileditenanean, landed at Aigues 
Moiles, on fhe 28th of June, 1607 , and that the renegade 
at once abjured his false faith, and soon aftei enteied a 
biotlierhood at Rome, vUiose office it was to wait on the 
sick m hospitals 

This part of Vincent de Paul’s life has been told at 
length because it shows from what the Knights of St 
John strove to protect the inhabitants of the coasts We 
next find Vincent visiting at a hospital at Pans, wher^ 
he gave such exceeding comfort to the patients that alE 
with one voice declared him a messenger from heaven 

He afterwards became a tutor in the family of the 
Count de Joigni, a very excellent man, who was easily led 
by him to many good works M de Joigni was inspector 
general of the ** Galores,” or Hulks, the ships in the chief 
harbours of France, such as Brest and Marseilles, where 
the convicts, closely chained, were kept to hard labour, 
and often made to toil at the- oar, like the slaves of the 
Africans Goidg the round of these pnson-shipg, the 
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liomble state of the con\icts, their half-naked misery, 
and still more their fiendish ferocity, went to the heart 
of the Count and of the Abbe de Paul , and, with full 
authonty from the inspector, the tutor worked among 
these wretched beings with such good effect that on his 
doings being represented to the King, Louis XIII , he was 
made almoner general to the galleys 

While visiting those at Marseilles, he vtas much struck 
by the broken-down looks ard exceeding sorrowfulness 
of one of the convicts He cnteied into conversation 
with him, and, after many kind words, persuaded him to 
tell his troubles His sonow was far less for his own 
condition than for the miseiy to which his absence must 
needs reduce his wife and children And what was Vin- 
cent’s leply to this ^ His action was so striking that, 
though in Itself it could hardl> be safe to propose it as 
an example, it must be mentioned as the very height of 
self-sacrifice 

He absolutely changed places with the convict Pro- 
bably some arrangement was made wuth the immediate 
jailor of the gang, who, by the exchange of the priest for 
the convict, could make up his full tale of men to show 
when his numbers w ere counted At an) late the prisoner 
went free, and returi ed to his home, whilst Vincent w^ore 
a convict’s chain, did a convict’s work, lived on convict 
fare, and w^hat was w orse, had only convict society He 
was soon sought out and released, but the hmts he had 
received from the pressure of the chain lasted all, liis life 
He never spoke of this event , it was kept a strict seciet , 
and once when he had referred to it in a letter to a 
fnend, he became so much afraid that the story would 
become knowm that he sent to ask for the letter back 
again It was, hovvever, not returned, and it makes 
the fact certain It would be a dangerous piecedent 
if prison chaplains were to change places with their 
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charges , and, beautiful as v as Vincent’s spirit, the act 
can hardly be justified , but it should also be lemem- 
beied that among the galleys of France there "svere 
then many who had been condemned for resistance 
to the arbitrary will of Caidinal de Richelieu, men not 
necessarily corrupt and degiadcd like the thieves and 
murdereis with whom they weie associated At any late, 
M de Joigni did not displace the ahnoner, and \ mccnt 
w Diked on the consciences of the convicts with infinitely 
more force for having been for a time one of themselv es 
J^Iany and many were won back to penitence a hospital 
was founded for them, better regulations est ibhshed, and, 
for a time, both prisons and gahc}S wcie wonderfulh ini- 
pro\ ed, although only for the 1 fc-timc of the good in- 
spector and the snintly almoner But who shill soy how 
many souls were saved in those vci’s by these men i ho 
did what they could ^ 

The rest of the life of Vincent de Paul v ouM be too 
lengthy to tell here, though acts of beneficence and self- 
devotion shine out in glory at each step The w ork by 
which he is chiefly remembcicd is his establishment of 
the Order of Sisters of "^Charirv, the excellent women w^ho 
have for two hundred years been the prime workers in 
every charitable taskm France, nuising the sick, teaching 
the young, tending deserted childicn, ever to be found 
where there is distress or pain 

But of these, and of his chanties, w e will not here speak, 
nor even of his influence for good on the King and Queen 
themselves The whole tenor of his life was “ golden ” in 
one sense, and if w^-e told all his golden deeds they would 
fill an entire book So we will only wait to tell how he 
showed his remembrance of w^hat he had gore through in 
his African captivity The redemption of the prisoners 
there might have seemed his first thought, but that he did 
so much in other quarters At different times, with die 
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alms that he collected, and put of the revenues of his 
benefices, he ransomed no less than twelve hundred slaves 
from their captivity At one time the French Consul at 
Tunis wrote to him that for a certain sum a large number 
might be set free, and he raised enough to release not 
only these, but seventy moie, and he further wrought upon 
the King to obtain the consent of the Dey of Tunis that a 
party of Christian clergy should be permitted to reside in 
the consul’s house, and to minister to the souls and bodies 
of the Chnstian slaves, of whom there were six thousand 
in Tunis alone, besides those m Algiers, Tangier, and 
Tripoli ^ 

Permission vas gamed, and a mission of Lazanst 
brothers arrived This too was an Order founded by 
Vincent, consisting of priestly nurses like the Hospitalieis, 
though not like them warriors The> came in the midst 
of a dreadful \isitation of the plague, and nursed and 
tended the sick both Chiistians and Maliometans, with 
fearless de* o^^on, da) and night, till they won the honour 
and love of the Moors themselves 

The good Vincent de Paul died m the year 1660, but 
his brothers of St Lazarus and sisters of charity still 
tread in the paths he marked out foi them, and Ins name 
scarcely needs the saintly epithet that his Church has 
affixed to it to stand among the most honourable or 
chantable men 

The cruel deeds of the African pirates were never wholly 
checked till 1816, when the united fleets of England and 
France destroyed the old den of corsairs at Algiers, which 
has since become a French colony 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


2S3 


THE HOUSEWIVES OF LOWENBURG 
1631 

Brave deeds have been done by the burgher dames of 
some of the German cities collectively Without being 
of the first class of Golden Deeds, there is something in 
the exploit of the dames of Weinsberg so quaint and so 
touching, that it cannot be omitted here 
It was in the first commencement of the long contest 
known as the strife between the Guelfs and Ghibelimes — 
before even these had become the party words for the 
Pope^s and the Emperor’s friends, and when they only 
applied to the troops of Bavaria and of Swabiii^that, in 
1141, Wolf, Duke of Bavaria, was besieged m his castle 
of Wemsberg, by Friedrich, Duke of Swabia, brother to 
the reigning emperor, Konrad III 
The siege lasted long, but Wolf was obliged at last to 
offer to surrender , and the Emperor granted hjm permis- 
sion to depart m safety But his wife did not trust to this 
fair offer She had reason to believe that Konrad had a 
peculiar enmity to her husband , and on his coming to 
take possession of the castle, she sent to him to entreat 
him to give her a safe conduct for herself and all the 
other women in the garrison, that they might come out 
with as much of their valuables as they could carry 
This as freely granted, and presently the castle gates 
opened From beneath them came the ladies — ^but in 
sirange gu^se No gold nor jewels were carried by them. 



254 


A BOOK OF 


but each one was bending under the weight of her hus- 
band, whom she thus hoped to secuie from the vengeance 
of the Ghibellmes Konrad, who was really a generous 
and merciful man, is said to ha\e been affected to tears 
by this extraordmaiy^ performance , he hastened to assure 
the ladies of the perfect safety of their lords, and that the 
gentlemen might dismount at once, secure both of life 
and freedom He invited them all to a banquet, and 
made peace with the Duke of Bavaria on terms much 
more favourable to the Guelfs than the rest of his party 
had been willing to allow The castle mount was thence- 
forth called no longer the Vine Hill, but the Hill of 
Weibertreue, or woman^s fidelity We will not invidiously 
translate it woman’s truth, for there was m the transac- 
tion something of a subterfuge , and it must be owned 
that the ladies tried to the utmost the knightly respect for 
womankind 

The good women of Lowenburg, who were but citizens’ 
wives, seem to us more worthy of admiration for con- 
stancy tdQlheii faith, shown at a time when they had little 
to aid them It was such constancy as makes maityrs, 
and though the tnal stopped short of this, there is some- 
thing m the homeliness of the whole sc&e, and the femi- 
nine form of passive resistance, that makea us so much 
honour and admire the good women that we cannot 
refram from telling the story 

It was m the year 1631, in the midst of the long Thirty 
Years’ War between Roman Catholics and Protestants, 
which finally decided that each state should have its own 
religion, Lowenburg, a city m Silesia, originally Protes- 
tant, had passed into the hands of the Emperor’s Roman 
Catholic party It was a fine ojd German city, standing 
aimd woods and meadows, fortified with strong walls sur- 
rounded by a moat, and with gate-towers to protect the 
entrance 
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In the centre was a large market-place, called the 
Ring, into which looked the Council-house and fourteen 
inns, or places of traffic, for the cloth that was wo\eii in 
no less than 3^ factories The houses were of stone, 
with gradually-projecting stones to the number of four or 
five, surmounted with pointed gables Ihe ground floors 
had once had trellised porches, but these had been 
found inconvenient and were removed, and the lower 
story consisted of a large hall, and strong vault, with 
a spacious room behind it containing a baking-oven, 
and a staircase leading to a wooden ganer>, where the 
family used to dine It seems they slept m the room 
below, though they had up stairs a handsome wainscoted 
apartment 

Vejy nch and flounshing had the Lowenburgers always 
been, and then wails were quite sufficient to turn back 
any robber barons, or even any mvadmg Poles , but 
things were diflerent when firearms weie in use, and the 
bands of mercenary soldiers had succeeded the feudal 
army They were infinitely more formidabl^unng the 
battle or siege from their discipline, and yet more dreadful 
after it from their want of discipline The poor Lowen- 
burgers had been greatly misused their Lutheran pastors 
had been expelled , aU the superior citizens had either 
fled or been imprisoned , 250 families spent the summer 
m the woods, and of those who remained in the city, the 
men had for the most part outwardly conformed to the 
Roman Catholic Church Most of these were of course 
indifferent at heart, and they had found places m tbe 
town council which had formerly been filled by more 
respectable men However, the wives hid almost all 
remained staunch to their Lutheran confession , they had 
followed their pastors weeping to the gates of the city, 
loading them wuth gifts, and they hastened at every op^ 
portunity to hear their preachings, or obtain baptism 
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for their children at the Lutheran churches in the neigh- 
bourhood 

The person who had the upper hand in the Council 
was one Julius, who had been a Franciscan friar, but was 
a desperate, unscrupulous fellow, not at all like a monk 
Finding that it was considered as a reproach that the 
churches of Lowenburg were empty, he called the whole 
Council together on the 9th of April, 1631, and informed 
them that the women must be brought to conformity, or 
else there were towers and pnsons for them The Burgo- 
master was iH in bed, but the Judge, one Elias Seiiei, 
spoke up at once " If we have been able to bring the 
men into the nght path, why should not we be able to 
deal with these little creatures ? ” 

Herr Mesnel, a cloth-factor, who had been a widower 
SIX weeks, thought it would be hard to manage, though 
he quite agreed to the expedient, saying, It would be 
truly good if man and wife had one Creed and one Pater- 
noster , as concerns the Ten Commandments it is not so 
pressing” ^ sentiment that he could hardly have wished 
to see put m practice ) 

Another councillor, called Schwob Franze, who had lost 
his wife a few days before, seems to have had an eye to 
the future, for he said it would be a pity to frighten away 
the many beautiful maidens and widows there were 
among the Lutheran women , but on the whole the men 
without wives were much bolder and more sanguine of 
success than the married ones And no one would under- 
take to deal with his own wife privately, so it ended by a 
message being sent to the more distinguished ladies to 
attend the Council ' 

But presently up came tidings that not merely these 
few dames, whom they might have hoped to overawe, 
were on their way, l^t that the Judge’s wife and the Bur- 
gomasters were the first pair m a procession of full 500 
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housewives, who weie walking sedately up the stairs to the 
Council Hail below the chamber where the dignitaries 
weie assembled Tins was not by any means what had 
been expected, and the message was sent down that only 
the chief ladies should come up ‘ No,” replied the 
Judges wife, *Sve will not allow oui selves to be sepa 
lated” And to this they were firm, they said, as one 
fared all should faie , and the Town Clerk, going up and 
down with smooth woids, received no better answer than 
this fiom the Judges wife, who, it must be confessed, was 
less ladylike in language than lesolute m faith 

‘‘ Nay, nay, dear friend, do you think v e are so simple 
as not to peiceive the trick by which vou would force us 
poor women against our conscience to change our faith ^ 
My husband and the priest have not been consoiting 
together all these days for no<-hmg , they have been joined 
together almost day and night , assuredly they have either 
boiled or baked a devil, which they may eat up them- 
selves I shall not enter there ^ ^Tiere I remain, my 
tram and following will remain also * Worifhn, js this 
your wilP” 

‘^Yea, >ea, let it be so,” they said, ‘Sve will all hold 
togethei as one man ” 

His honour the Town Clerk wa" much affnghted, and 
went hastily back, reporting that the Council was in no 
small danger, since each housewife haci her bunch of 
keys at her side ’ These ke>s weie the badge of a wife’s 
dignity and authonty, and moreover they weie such pon- 
deious articles that they sometimes served as weapons 
A Scottish \irago has been known to dash, out the brains 
of a wounded enemy with her keys, and the intelli- 
gence that the good dames had come so well furnished, 
filled the Council with panic Dr Melchior Hubner, who 
had been a miller’s man, wished for a hundred musketeers 
to mow them down , but the Town Clerk proposed that 
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all the Council should creep quietly down the back stairs, 
lock the doors on the refractory womankind, and make 
their escape 

This was effected as silently and quickly as possible, 
for the whole Council " could confess to a state of fright- 
ful terror” Presently the women peeped out, and saw 
the stairs bestrewn with hats, gloves, and handkerchiefs , 
and perceiving how they had put all the wisdom and 
authonty of the town to the rout, there was great merri- 
ment among them, though, finding themselves locked up, 
the more tender-hearted began to pity their husbands and 
children As for themselves, their maids and children 
came round the Tovn Hall, to hand in piovisions to 
them, and all the men who were not of the Council were 
seeking the magistrates to know what their wives had 
done to be thus locked up 

The Judge sent to assemble the rest of the Council at 
his house , and though onlv four came, the doorkeeper 
ran to tlie Town Hall, and called out to his wife that the 
Council had reassembled, and they would soon be let out 
To which, however, that very shrewd dame, the Judge^s 
wife, answered with great composure, “ Yea, we willingly 
have patience, as we are quite comfortable here , but tell 
them they ought to infoim us why we are summoned and 
confined without tnal ” 

She well knew how much better off she was than her 
husband without her He paced about in great perturba- 
tion, and at last called for something to eat The maid 
served up a dish of crab, some white bread, and butter , 
but, m his fury, he threw all the food about the room and 
out of the window, away from the poor children, who had 
had nothing to eat all day, and at last he threw all the 
dishes and saucepans out of window At last the Town 
Clerk and two others were sent to do their best to per- 
suade the women that they had misunderstood — they 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


259 


were in no danger, and were only invited to the preachings 
of Holy Week and, as Master Daniel, the joiner, added, 
“ It was only a fnendly conference It is not customarv 
with my masters and the very wise Council to hang a man 
before they have caught him ” 

This opprobrious illustration raised a considerable 
clamour of abuse from the ruder women , but the Judge’s 
and burgomaster’s ladies silenced them, and repeated 
their resolution never to give up their faith against their 
conscience Seeing that no impression was made on 
them, and that nobody knew what to do without them 
at home, the magistracy decided that the> should be re- 
leased, and they went quietly home , but the Judge Seiler, 
either because he had been foremost in the business, or 
else perhaps because of the de\ astation he had made at 
home among the pots and pans, durst not meet his wife, 
but sneaked out of the town, and left her with the house 
to herself 

The priest now tried getting the three chief ladies alone 
together, and most politely begged them to conform , but, 
instead of arguing, they simply answered, “ No , we were 
otherwise instructed by our parents and former preachers ” 

Then he begged them at least to tell the other women 
that they had asked for fourteen days for consideration 

" No, dear sir,” they replied , ‘‘we were not taught bj 
our parents to tell falsehoods, and we will not learn it 
from you ” 

Meanwhile Schwob Franze rushed to the burgomaster’s 
bedside, and begged him, for Heaven’s sake, to prevent 
the priest from meddhng with the women , for t^e whole 
bevy, heanng that their three leaders were called before 
the priest, were collecting m the market-place, keys, bun- 
dles, and all , and the panic of the worthy magistrates was 
renewed The burgomaster sent for the priest, and told 
him plainly, that if any harm befel him from the women, 
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the fault would be his own , and thereupon he gave way, 
the ladies went quietly home, and their stout champions 
laid aside their bundles and Leys— not out of reach, how- 
eve^, m case of another summons 

However, the pnest was obliged, next >ear, to leave 
Low^enburg in disgrace, for he was a man of notoriously 
bad character , and Dr Melchior became a soldier, and 
was hanged at Prague 

After all, such a confession as this is a mere tnfle, not 
only compared with martyrdoms of old, but with the 
constancy with which, after the revocation of the Edict of 
Nantes, the Huguenots endured peisecution — as, foi m 
stance, the large number of women who were imprisoned 
for thirty-eight years at Aigues Mortes , or, again, with 
the steady lesolution of the persecuted nuns of Poit Royal 
igamst signing the condemnation of the works of Jansen 
Yet, in Its own way, the feminine resistance of these good 
citizens’ wives, without being equally high-toned, is worthy 
of lecoid and far too full of charactei to be passed o\ ei 
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FATHERS AND SONS 
219—1642 — 1798 

One of the noblest characters in old Roman history is the 
first Scipio Africanus, and his first appearance is in a 
most pleasing light, at the battle of the uver Ticmus, 
B C 219, when the Carthaginians, under Hannibal, had 
jUSt completed their wonderful inarch across the Alps, and 
surprised the Romans m Italy itself 
Young Scipio was then only seventeen >ears of age, 
and had gone to his first battle under the eagles of his 
father, the Consul, Publius Cornelius Scipio It was an 
unfortunate battle , the Romans, when exhausted bv long 
resistance to the Spanish horse in HannibaPs armv, were 
taken m flank by the ’Kumidian cavalry, and entirely 
broken The Consul rode in front of the few equites he 
could keep together, striving by \oice and example to 
rally his forces, until he was pierced by one of the long 
Numidian javelins, and fell senseless from his horse The 
Romans, thinking him dead, entirely gave way, but his 
young son would not leave him, and, lifting him on his 
horse, succeeded m bringing him safe mto the camp, 
where he recovered, and his after days retrieved the 
honour of the Roman arms 
The story of a brave and devoted son comes to us to 
light up the sadness of our civil wars between Cavaliers 
and Roundheads in i-he middle of the seventeenth century 
It was soon after King Charles had raised his standard at 
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Nottingham, and set forth on his march for London, that 
n btcame evident that the Parliamentary army, under the 
Ukrl of Essex, intended to intercept his march The King 
himself was with the army, with his two boys, Charles and 
James , but the General-in-chief was Robert Bertie, Earl 
of Lindsa), a brave and experienced old soldier, sixty 
\ ears of age, godson to Queen Elizabeth, and to her two 
favourite Earls, whose Christian name he bore He had 
been in her Essex’s expedition to Cambridge, and had after- 
w ards served m the Low Countries, under Prince Maurice of 
Nassau, for the long Continental wars had throughout 
King James’s peaceful reign been treated by the English 
nobility as schools of arms, and a few campaigns were 
considered as a graceful finish to a gentleman’s education 
As soon as Lord Lindsay had begun to fear that the dis- 
putes between the King and Parliament must end m war, 
he had begun to exercise and tram his tenantry in Lincoln- 
shire and Northamptonshire, of whom he had formed a 
regiment of infantry With him wsls his son Montagu 
Bertie, Lord Willoughby, a nobiedooking man of thirty- 
two, of whom it was said, that he was “ as excellent in 
reality as others m pretence,” an& that, thinking that the 
cross was an ornament to the crown, and much more to 
the coronet, he satisfied not himself with the mere exercise 
of virtue, but sublimated it, and made it grace ” He had 
likewise seen some service against the Spaniards in the 
Netherlands, and after his return had been made a captain 
in the Lifeguards, and a Gentleman of the Bedchamber 
Vandyke has left portraits of the father and the son , the 
one a baldheaded, alert, precise-looking old warrior, with the 
cuirass and gauntlets of elder warfare , the other, the very 
model of a ca\alier, tall, easy, and gi aceful, with a gentle 
refiectmg face, and weanng the long lovelocks and deep- 
point lace collar and cuffs characteristic of Queen Hen- 
rietta’s Court Lindsay was called General in-chief, but 
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the King had imprudently exempted the cavalry from his 
command, its general, Prince Rupert of the Rhine, takii^ 
orders only from himself Rupert was only three-ajjp 
twenty, and his education in the wild school of the Thirt\ 
Years’ War had not taught him to lay aside his arrogance 
and opinionativeness , indeed, he had shown great petu- 
lance at receiving orders from the King through Lord 
Falkland 

At eight o’clock, on the morning of the 23d of October 
King Charles was riding along the ndge of Edgehiil, and 
looking down into the Vale of Red Horse, a fair meadov 
land, here and there broken by hedges and copses His 
troops were mustering around him, and m the valie> he 
could see with his telescope the vanous Parliamenta’-v 
regiments, as thev poured out of the town of Keinton, ana 
took up their positions m thiee lines ‘‘ I never saw the 
rebels m a body before,” he said, as he gazed sadly at the 
subjects arrayed against him ‘‘ I shall give them battle 
God, and the prayers of good men to Him, assist the 
justice of my cause” The whole of his forces, about 
1 1,000 m number, were not assembled till two o’clock m 
the afternoon, for the gentlemen who had become officers 
found it no easy matter to call their farmers and retainers 
together, and marshal them into any sort of order But 
while one troop after another came trampling, clanking, 
and shouting m, trying to find and take their proper 
place, there were hot words round the ro> al standard 

Lord Lindsay, who was an old comrade of the Earl of 
Essex, the commander of the rebel forces, knew that he 
would follow the tactics they had both together studied in 
Holland, little thinking that one day they should be 
arrayed one against the other in their own native England 
He had a high opinion of Essex’s generalship, and insisted 
that the situation of the Royal army required the utmost 
caution Rupert, on the other hand, had seen the sw ift 
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fiery chargcD of the fieice troopers of the Thu ty Years’ War, 
and was backed up by Patrick, Lord Ruthven, one of the 
i^ny Scots who had won honour under the great Swedish 
King, Gustavus Adolphus A sudden charge of the Royal 
horse \^ould, Rupert axgued, sweep the Roundheads from 
the held, and the foot would have nothing to do but to 
tollow up the victory The gieat portrait at Windsor 
shows us exactly how the King must have stood, with his 
charger b> his side, and his grave, melancholy face, sad 
enough at having to fight at all with his subjects, and 
never having seen a battle, entiiely bewildered between 
the ardent words of his spnited nephew and the grave 
replies of the wdl-seasoned old Earl At last, as time 
went on, and some decision w^as necessaiy, the perplexed 
King, wulling ^t least not to nutate Rupert, desir* d that 
Ruth\en should anav the troops in the Sw^edish fashion 
It was a greatei affiont to the General in-Chief than 
the King was likely to undeistaiid, but it could not shake 
the old soldier’s lo\alty He gravely resigned the empty 
title of General, which only made confusion worse cor- 
founded, and rode away to act as colonel of his own 
Lincoln regiment, pitying his master’s perplexity, and 
resolved that no private pique should hinder him from 
doing his dut> His regiment was of foot-soldiers, and 
was just opposite to the standard of the Eail of Essex 
The church bell was ringing foi afternoon service when 
the Royal foices inarched dc» n the hill The last hurried 
pra}er befoie the chaige was stout old Sir Jacob Astley’s, 
Lord, Thou knowest how busy I must be this day, if 
I foiget Thee, do not Thou forget me then, rising, he 
said, “ March on, bovs” And, amid prayer and exhorta- 
tion, the other side awaited the shock, as men whom 
a strong and deeply embittered sense of wu ong had roused 
to take up arms Prince Rupeit’s charge was, howevei, 
tuily successful No one even waited to cross swoids with 
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his troopers, but all the Koundhead horse galloped head- 
long off the field, hotly pu’-sued by the Ron alists But the 
mam body of the army stood firm, and for some time the 
battle was nearly equal, until a large troop of the enemv's 
cavalry who had been kept m reserve, v\ heeled round and 
fell upon the Ro>al forces just when their scant) supply of 
ammunition was exhausted 

Step by step, however, they letieated bravely, and 
Rupert, who had leturned from his charge, sought m vain 
to collect his scattered troopers, so as to fall again on the 
rebels , but some wee plundcnng, some chasing the 
enemy, and none could be got together Lord Lindsav 
was shot through the thigh bone, and fell He u as mstanth 
surrounded by the rebels on hoiseback, but his son, Lord 
Willoughby, seeing his danger, flung hnnself alone among 
the enemv, and foicing his wa> foiwaid, raised his father 
in his arms, thinking of nothing else, and unheeding his 
own peril The throng of enemy around called to him to 
surrender, and, hastily giving up his sword, he earned the 
Earl into the nearest shed, and laid him on a heap of 
straw, vainly striving to staunch the blood It was a 
bitterly cold night, and the frost) wind came howling 
thi ough the darkness P ar abov e, on the ndge of the hill, 
the fires of the King’s army shone with red light, and 
some way off on the otner side twinkled those of the 
Parliamentary foices Glimmering lanterns 01 torches 
moved about the battle-field, those of the sa\ age plun- 
derers who crept about to despoil the dead Whether the 
battle were won 01 lost, the father and son knew not, and 
the guaid who watched them knew as little Lord 
Lindsay himself murmured, it please God I should 
survive, I never will fight m the same field with bovs 
again — no doubt deeming that )oung Rupei*t had 
wrought all the mischief His thoughts w^ere all on the 
cause, his son’s all on him , and piteous was that nights 
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as the blood continued to flow, and nothing availed to 
check It, nor was any aid near to lestore the old man’s 
ebbmg strength 

Towards midnight the Earl’s old comrade Essex had 
time to understand his condition, and sent some officers 
to inquire for him, and promise speedy surgical attend- 
ance Lindsay was still full of spirit, and spoke to them 
so strongly of their broken faith, and of the sin of dis- 
loyalty and rebellion, that they slunk away one by one 
out of the hut, and dissuaded Essex from coming himself 
to see his old friend, as he had intended The surgeon, 
however, armed, but too late, Lindsay was already so 
much exhausted by cold and loss of blood, that he died 
early in the morning of the 24tb, all his son’s gallant 
devotion ha\ mg failed to save him 

The sorrowing son received an affectionate note the 
next day from the King, full of regret for his father and 
esteem for himself Charles made eveiy effort to obtain 
his exchange, but could not succeed for a whole year 
He was afterwaids one of the four noblemen who, se\en 
>ears later, followed the King’s white, silent snowy funeral 
in the dismantled St George’s Chapel , and from first to 
last he was one of the bravest, purest, and most devoted 
of those v/ho did honour to the Cavalier cause 

We have still another brave son to describe, and for 
him we must turn away from these sad pages of our 
history, when we were a house divided against itself, to 
one of the hours of our bnghtest glory, when the cause 
we fought m was the cause of all the oppressed, and 
nearly alone we upheld the rights of oppressed countries 
against the invader And thus it is that the battle of 
the Nile is one of the exploits to which we look back with 
the greatest exultation, when w^e think of the triumph of 
the British flag 

Let u<J think of all that was at stake Napoleon 
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Bonaparte was climbing to power in France, by directing 
her successful arms against the ixoiid He had beaten 
Germany and conquered Italy , he had threatered 
England, and his dream was of the conquest of the East 
Like another Alexander, he hoped to subdue Asia, and 
overthrow the hated British power b> deonving it ot 
India Hitherto, his dreams had become earnest by the 
force of his marvellous genius, and by the aidour which 
he breathed into the whole French nation , and w'hen hc 
set sail from Toulon, with 40,000 tried and victorious 
soldiers and a magnihcent fleet, all were filled with vague 
and unbounded expectations of almost fabulous glories 
He swept aw^ay as it were the degenerate knights ol 
St John from their rock of Malta, and sailed for Alex- 
andria m Egypt, in the latter end of June, 1798 

His intentions had not become known, and the English 
Mediterranean fleet was watching the couise of this great 
armament Sir Hoiatio Nelson Vvas in pursuit, with the 
Erglish vessels, and wrote to the First Lord of the Admi- 
miralty “ Be they bound to the Antipodes, v our lordship 
may rely that I will not lose a moment in bringing them 
to action ’’ 

Nelson had, however, not ships enough to be detached 
to reconnoitre, and he actually overpassed the French, 
whom he guessed to be on the way to Eg> pt , he arrived 
at the port of Alexandria on the 28th of June, and saw 
Its blue waters and flat coast lying still in their sunny 
torpor, as if no enemy were on the seas Back he went 
to Syracuse, but could learn no more there , he obtained 
provisions with some difficulty, and then, in great anxiety, 
sailed for Greece where at last, on the 28th ^ July^ ht 
learnt that the French fleet had been seen from Candia, 
steering to the south-east, about four weeks since In 
lact, it had actually passed by him in a thick haze, which 
concealed each fleet from the other, and had arrived ai 
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Alexandria on the ist of July, three days after he had 
left It ^ 

Every sail was set for the south, and at four o*clock in* 
the afternoon of the ist of August a very different sight 
was seen m Aboukir Bay, so solitary a month ago It was 
crowded with shipping Great castle-like men-of-war rose 
with all their proud calm dignity out of the water, their 
dark port-holes opening in the w^hite bands on their sides, 
and the tncoloured flag floating as their ensign There 
were thirteen ships of the line and four frigates, and, of 
these, three were 8o-gun ships, and one, towering high 
above the rest, with her three decks, was EO}ient^ of 120 
guns Look well at her, for there stands the hero for 
whose sake we have chosen this and no othei of Nelson’s 
glorious flghts to place among the setting of our Golden 
Deeds There he is, a little cadel de vaissean^ as the 
French call a midshipman, onl> ten years old, with a heait 
swelling betv^een awe and exultation at the piospect of his 
first battle , but, fearless and g’ad, for is he not the son of 
the brave Casabianca, the flag-captain ^ And is not this 
Admiral Brueys’ own ship, looking down in scorn on the 
fourteen little English ships, not one cairymg more than 
74 guns, a^nd one only 50 ^ 

Why Napoleon had kept the fleet theie was never 
known In his usual mean way of disavowing whatever 
turned out ill, he laid the blame upon Admiial Brueys, 
but, though dead men could not tell tales, his p^^peis made 
It plain that the ships had remained m obedience to com- 
mands, though they had not been able to enter the harbour 
of Ale <andna Large rewai ds had been offei ed to any pilot 
who would take them in but none could be found who 
would venture to steer into that port a vessel drawing more 
than twenty feet of water They had, therefoi e, remained 
at anchoi outside, m Aboukir Bay, diawn up in a curve 
along the deepest of the water, with no room to pass them 
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at either end, so that the commissaiy of the fleet leported 
that they could bid defiance to a foice moie than double 
iheir number The admiial believed that Nchon had not 
ventured to attack him when the> had passed b> one 
another a month befoie, and when the English fleet was 
signalled, he still supposed that it was too late m the day 
for an attack to be made 

Nelson had, howevei, no sooner learnt that the French 
were m sight than he signalled from his ship, the Vangumd, 
that preparations for battle should be made, and m the 
meantime summoned up his captains to recede his orders 
duiing a hull led meal He explained that, wheie there 
was loom for a large French ship to swing, theie was room 
for a small English one to anchoi, and, therefore, he 
designed to bung his ships up to tht outer pait of the 
French line, and station them close below then adversa- 
ries , a plan that he said Lord Hood had once designed, 
though he had not earned it out 
Captain Berry w as dehghted, and exclaimed, “ If we 
succeed, what will the wwld say ^ ’ 

There is no i/’in the case,’’ returned Nelson, “ that we 
shall succeed is ceitain Who ma> live to tell the tale is 
a very different question ” * ^ 

And when they rose and paited, he said, Before this 
time to-monow I shall have gained a peerage or W^st- 
mmstei Abbey” 

In the fleet w ent, through a fierce storai of shot and 
shell from a French battery in an island m advance 
Nelson’s own ship, the Vangnmd, was the first to anchor 
within half-pistol-shot of the third French ship, the Spar- 
hate The Vanguaia had six colours fl>mg, in case any 
should be shot away , and such was the fire that was 
directed on her, that in a few minutes every man at the 
SIX guns m her forepart was killed or wounded, and this 
happened three times Nelson himself received a wound 
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in the head, which was thought at fiist to be mortal, but 
which proved but slight He would not allow the surgeon 
to leave the sailors to attend to him till it came to 
his turn 

Meantime his ships were doing their work gloriously 
The Belief ophon was, indeed, overpowered by JU Orient^ 
200 of her crew killed, and all her masts and cables shot 
away, so that she drifted away as night came on , but the 
^wzfisnre came up m her place, and the Alexander and 
Leander both poured in their shot Admiral Brueys re 
ceived thiee wounds, but would not quit his post, and 
at length a fourth shot almost cut him in two He 
desired not to be carried below, but that he might die 
on deck 

About nine o^clock the ship took fire, and blazed up 
with fearful bnghtness lighting up the whole bay, and 
snowing five French ships with their colours hauled 
down, the others still fighting on Nelson himself rose 
and came on deck when this fearful glow came shining 
from sea and sky into his cabin , and ga\e orders that 
the English boats should immediately be put off for 
V Orient^ to save as many lives as possible 

The English saiors rowed up to the burning ship which 
they had lately*een attacking The French officers 
listened to the offer of safety, and called to the little 
favourite of the ship, the captain’s son, to come with 
them ‘^No,” said the boy, “he was wheie his fathei 
had stationed him, and bidden him not to move save at 
his call” They told him his father’s voice would nei-er 
call him again, for he lay senseless and mortally wounded 
on the deck, and that the ship must presently blow up 
“No,” said the brave child, “he must obey his father” 
The moment allowed no delay — the boat put off The 
flames sho>\ed all that passed m a quivering glare more 
intense than daylight, and the little fellow was then seen 
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on the deck, leaning over the prostrate figure, and presently 
tying It to one of the spars of the shivered masts 
Just then a thundering explosion shook down to the 
very hold eveiy ship in the harbour, and burning frag- 
ments of DOrunt came falling far and wide, plashing 
heavily into the water, in the dead awful stillness that 
followed the fearful sound English boats weie plying 
busily about, picking up those who had leapt overboard 
in time Some were dragged in through the lower port- 
holes of the English ships, and about seventy were saied 
altogether For one moment a boat’s crew had a sight 
of a helpless figuie bound to a spar, and guided by a 
little childish swimmer, who must have gone overboard 
with his precious freight just before the explosion Thev 
rowed after the brave little fellow, eamestl) desiring to 
save him , but in darkness, in smoke, m lurid uncertain 
light, amid hosts of drowning wretches, they lost sight of 
him again 

The boy, oh where was he ’ 

Ask of the winds that far around 
With fragments strewed the sea , 

With mast and helm, and pennant fair 
That well had borne their part 
Bht the noblest thing that perked there 
Was that young faithful heall% 

By sunnse the victory was complete Nay^ as Nelson 
said, " It was not a victor>, but a conquest” Only four 
French ships escaped, and Napoleon and his army were 
cut off from home These are the glories of our navy, 
gamed by men with hearts as true and obedient as that 
of the brave child they had tned m vain to save ’Vet 
still, while giving the full meed of thankful, svnnpathetic 
honour to our noble sailors, we cannot but feel that the 
Golden Deed of Aboukir Bay fell to — 

That y^ung faithful heart 
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THE SOLDIERS IN THE SNOW 
1672 

Few generals have evei been more loved b> their soldiers 
than the great Viscount de Turennej who was Marshal of 
France in the time of Louis XIV Troops aie always 
proud of a leader who wms victories , but Turenne was 
for more loved for his generous kindness than foi his suc- 
cesses If he gained a battle, he alna>s wrote in his des- 
patches, U^e succeeded,” so as to give the credit to the 
r^st of the aany , but if he weie defeated, he wrote, 
bst,” so as to take all the blame upon himstlf He always 
sliared as much as possible m eveiy hardship suffered by 
his men, and they trusted him entirely In the year 1672, 
Turenne and his army were sent to make war upon the 
Electoi Fredencljl^William of Brandenburg, in Northern 
Germanv It was m the depth of winter, and the marches 
through the heavy roads were very trying and wearisome , 
but the soldiers endured all cheerfully for his sake Once 
when they were wading through a deep moiass, some of 
the younger soldiers complained , but the elder ones 
''nswered, ^ Depend upon it, Turenne is moie concerned 
than we are At this moment he is thinking how to 
deliver us He watches for us while we sleep He is our 
father It is plain that you are but young” 

Another night, when he was going the round of the camp, 

1 e overheaid some of the younger men murmuiing at the 
discomforts of the march; when an old soldier, nfewlv 
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recovered from a severe wound, said You do not know 
our father He would not have made us go through such 
fatigue, unless he had some great end in \iew, which wc 
cannot yet make out” Turenne always declared that 
nothing had ever given him more pleasure than this con- 
versation 

There was a se\ere sickness among the troops, and he 
went about among the sufferers, comtorting them, and 
seeing that their wants \ ere supplied When he passed 
by, the soldiers came out of their tents to look at him, 
and say, “ Our fathei is in good health we have nothing 
to fear ” 

The army had to enter the principality of Halberstadt 
the way to which la> over ridges of high hills with narrou 
defiles between them Considerable time was required 
for the whole of the troops to march through a single 
nanow outlet , and one very cold day, when such a passage 
was taking place, the Marshal, quite spent with fatigue, 
sat down under a bush to wait till all had marched by, 
and fell asleep When he awoke, it was snowing fast , 
but he found himself under a sort of tent made of soldiers’ 
cloaks, hung up upon the branches of trees planted in the 
ground, and lound it were standing, m th^ cold and snow, 
all unshelteied, a party of soldiers Turenne called out to 
them, to ask what they were doing there “ We are taking 
care of oui father,” they said , ** that is our chief concern ” 
The general, to keep up discipline, seems to have scolded 
them a little for straggling from their regiment , but he 
was much affected and gratified by this sight of their 
hearty love for him 

Still greater and more devoted love was shown by some 
German soldiers m, the terrible winter of r8i2 It was 
when the Emperor Napoleon I had made his vain attempt 
to conquer Russia, and had been prevented from spending 
tl e winter at Moscow the great fire that consumed all 
T 



274 


A BOOK OF 


the city He was obliged to letreat through the snow, 
with the Russian army pursuing him, and his miserable 
troops suffering horrors beyond all imagination Among 
them were many Italians, Poles, and Germans, whom he 
had obliged to become his allies , and the ^‘Golden Deed” 
of ten of these German soldiers, the last remnant of those 
led fiom Hesse Daimstadt by their gallant young Prince 
Emilius, IS best told in Lord Houghton's verses — 

* From Hessen Darmstadt every step to Mosk\\a's blazing 
banks, 

Was Prince Fmilnis found in fight before the foremost ranks , 
And \^hen upon the ic> waste that host was backward cast, 
On Beresina’s bloody budge his bannei wa\ed the last 

His valoui shed victorious giace on all that diead retieat — 
That path across the wildenng snow, athwait the blinding 
sleet , 

And every foIIo\\er of Ins sword could all endure and dare, 
Becommg warriors, strong m hope, or strongei in despair 

Now, day and dark, along the stoim the demon Cossacks 
sweep — 

The hungnest must not look for food, the weariest must not 
sleep 

No rest but death for horse oi man, whichever first shall tire , 
They see the flames destroy, hut ne er may feel the saving fire 

** Thus never closed the bitter night, noi rose the savage mom, 
But from that gallant company some noble part was shorn , 
And, sick at heart, the Pnnce lesolved to keep his purposed 
way 

With steadfastsforwaid looks, nor count the losses of the day 

^ At length beside a black, burnt hut, an island of the snow. 
Each head m frigid torpor bent toward the saddle bow , 

They paused, and of that sturdy troop —that thorusaud banded 
men — 

At one unmeditated glance he numbered only ten I 

Of all that high tnumphant life that left his German home^ 
Of ail those hearts that beat beloved, or* looked for love to 
come — 
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This piteous remnant, hardly saved, his spirit overcame. 
While memory raised each friendly face, recalled an ancient 
name 

** These were his words, serene and firm, ‘ Dear brothers. It is 
best 

That here, with perfect trust in Heaven, we give our bodies 
rest. 

If we have borne, like faithful men, our part of toil and pain, 
Where’er we wake, for Chnst s good sake, we shall not sleep 
m vain ’ 

** Some uttered, others looked assent— they had no heart to 
speak , 

Dumb hands were piessed, the pallid lip approached the 
callous cheek 

They laid them side by side , and death to him at last did 
seem 

To come attired in mazy robe of variegated dream 

Once more he floated on the breast of old familiar Rhine, 

His mother’s and one other smile above him seemed to shme , 
A blessed dew of healing fell on every aching hmb, 

Till the stream broadened, and the air thickened, and all was 
dim 

** Nature has bent to other laws if that tremendous night 
Pass’d o’er his frame, exposed and worn, and left no deadly 
blight , 

Then wonder not that when, refresh’d and warm, he woke at 
last, 

There lay a boundless gulf of thought between him and the 
past 

“ Soon raising his astonished head, he found himself alone, 
Sheltered beneath a genial heap of vestments not his own , 
The light increased, the solemn truth revealing more and mor^ 
The soldiers* corses, self despoiled, closed up the narrow doot 

That very hour, fulfilling good, miraailous succour came, 

And Pnnce Emilms lived to give this worthy deed to fame. 

O brave fidelity in death ' O strength of loving mil ' 

These aie the holy balsam droDs that woeful wars distiD* 
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GUNPOWDER PERILS 
170a 

The wild history of Ireland contains many a frightful 
tale, but also many an action of the noblest order, and the 
short sketch given by Maria Edgeworth of her ancestry, 
presents such a chequer work of the gold and the lead 
that It IS almost impossible to separate them 
At the time of the great Irish rebellion of 1641 the 
head of the Edgeworth family had left his English wife and 
her infant son at his castle of Cranallagh m county Long- 
ford, thinking them safe there while he joined the royal 
forces under the Earl of Ormond In his absence, how- 
ever, the rebels attacked the castle at night, set fire to it, 
and dragged the lady out absolutely naked She hid her- 
self under a furze bush, and succeeded in escaping and 
reaching Dublin, whence she made her way to her father^s 
house in Derbyshire Her little son was found by the 
lebels lying in his cradle, and one of them actually seized 
the child oy the leg and was about to dash out his brains 
against the wall , but a servant named Bryan Ferral, pre- 
tending to be even more ferocious, vowed that a sudden 
death was too good for the little heretic, and that he 
should be plunged up to the thioat in a bog-hole and left 
for the crows to pick out his eyes He actually did place 
the poor child in the bog, but only to save his life , he re- 
turned as soon as he could elude his comrades, put the boy 
m^-o a pannier below eggs and chickens, and thus carried 
him straight through the rebel camp to his mother at 
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Dublin Strange to say, these rebels, v,ho thought being 
dashed against the wail too good a fate for the infant, 
extinguished the flames of the castle out of reverence for 
the picture of his grandmothei, who had been a Roman 
Catholic, and was painted on a panel with a cross on her 
bosom and a rosary m her hand 

John Edgeworth, the boy thus sa\ed, married ver> 
young, and went with his wife to see London after the 
Restoration To pay their expenses they mortgaged an 
estate and put the money m a stocking, which they kept 
on the top of the bed , and when that store was used up, 
the young man actually sold a house in Dublin to buy a 
high-crowned hat and feathers Still, reckless and im- 
provident as they were, there was sound principle within 
them, and though they were great favourites, and Charles 
II insisted on knighting the husband, their ghmpst 
of the real evils and temptations of his court sufficed 
them, and in the full tide of flattery and admiration the 
lady begged to return home, nor did she ever go back to 
court again 

Her home was at Castle Lissard, m full view of which 
was a hillock called Fairymount, or Firmont, from being 
supposed to be the haunt of fames Lights, noises and 
ringing at night, clearly discerned from the castle, caused 
much terror to Lady Edgeworth, though her descendants 
affirm that they were fairies of the same genus as those 
who beset Sir John Falstaff at Hearne’s oak, and intended 
to fnghten her into leaving the place However, though 
her nerves might be disturbed, her spirit was not to be 
daunted , and, fames or no fames, she held her ground at 
Castle Lissard, and there showed what manner of woman 
she was m a ventable and most fearful penl 

On some alarm which caused the gentlemen of the 
family to take down their guns, she went to a dark loft at 
the top 0^ the house to fetch some powder from a barrel 
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that was there lept in store, taking a young maid-servant 
to carry the candle , which, as might be expected in an 
Irish household of the seventeenth century, was devoid of 
any candlestick After taking the needful amount of gun- 
powder, Lady Edgeworth locked the dooi, and was half- 
way down stairs when she missed the candle, and asking 
the girl what she had done with it, received the cool 
answer that “ she had left it sticking in the barrel of black 
salt ” Lady Edgeworth bade her stand still, turned round, 
went back alone to the loft where the tallow candle stood 
guttenng and flanng planted m the middle of the gun- 
powder, resolutely put an untrembling hand beneath it, 
took It out so steadily that no spark fell, cairied it down, 
and when she came to the bottom of the stairs dropped 
on her knees, and broke forth in a thanksgiving aloud for 
the safety of the household m this frightful penl This 
high spirited lad> lived to be ninety yeais old, and left a 
numerous family One grandson was the Abbe Edgeworth, 
known in France as De Firmont, such being the alteration 
of Fairymount on French lips It was he who, at the 
penl of his own life, attended Louis XVI to the guillotine, 
and thus connected his name so closely with the royal 
cause that when his cousin Richard Lovell Edgeworth, of 
Edgeworthstowm, \isited France several years after, the 
presence of a person so called was deemed perilous to the 
nsing power of Napoleon This latter Mr Edgeworth 
was the father of Maria, whose works w^e hope are well 
known to our young readers 
The good Chevalier Bayard was wont to mourn over 
the introduction of firearms, as destructive of chivalry, and 
certainly the steel-clad knight, with barbed steed, and 
sword and lance, has disappeared from the battle-field, 
but his most essential qualities, truth, honour, faithfulness, 
mercy, and self-devotion have not disappeared with him, 
nor can l;hey as long as Christian men and women bear 
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m mind that ** greater love hath no man than this, that he 
lay down his life for his friend 

And that ternble compound, gunpowder, has been the 
occasion of many another daring deed, reqmnng desperate 
resolution, to sa\e others at tlie expense of a death peihaps 
more frightful to the imagination than anv other Listen 
to a story of the king's biithday m Jersey sixty years 
since”— m 1804, when that 4th of June that Eton bo>s 
delight m, was already in the fort>-fouith >ear of its 
observance in honour of the then reigning monarcii, 
Geoige III 

All the forts in the island had done due honour to the 
birthday of his Majesty, who was then just recovered 
from an attack of insanity In each the guns at noon-dav 
thundered out their loyal salute, the flashes had answered 
one another, and the smoke had wieathed itself awa> over 
the blue sea of J ersey The new fort on the hill just abov t 
the town of St Heliers had contnbuted its share to the lovai 
thunders, and tlien it was shut up, and the ke>s carried 
away by Captain Salmon, the artillery offleer on guard 
there, locking up theiem 209 barrels of gunpowder, with 
a large supply of bombshells, and e\er\^ kind of ammunitior 
such as might well be reeded m the Channel islands the 
>ear before Lord Nelson had freed England horn the 
chance of finding the whole French arm} on our coast in 
the fiat-bottomed boats that weie waiting at Boulogne for 
the dark night that ne\ er came 

At six o’clock in the evening, Captain Salmon went to 
dine with the other officers in St Hehers and to drink the 
king's health, when the soldiers on guard beheld a cloud of 
smoke curling out at the air-hole at the end of the magazine 
Shouting “ fire,” they ran away to avoid an explosion that 
would have shattered them to pieces, and might perhap*? 
endanger the entire town of St Hehers Happily their 
shout was heard by a man of different mould. Lieutenant 
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Lys, the signal officer, was m the watch-house on the hill, 
and coming out he saw the smoke, and perceived the 
danger Two brothers, named Thomas and Edward 
fouzel, carpenters, and the sons of an old widow, had 
come up to take down a flag-staff that had been raised in 
honoui of the day, and Mr Lys ordered them to hasten 
to the town to inform the commander-in-chief, and get 
the keys from Captain Salmon 

Thomas went, and endeavoured to persuade his brother 
to accompany him from the heart of the danger , but 
Edward replied that he must die some day or other, and 
that he would do his best to save the magazine, and he 
tried to stop some of the runaway soldiers to assist Onu 
‘*etused, but another, William Ponteney, of the 3d, re- 
plied that he was leady to die with him, and they shook 
lunds 

Edward Touzel then, by the help of a wooden bar and 
an axe, broke open the door of the fort, and making his 
way into it, saw the state of the case, and shouted to Mr 
Lys on the outside, “The magazine is on file, it will blow 
up, we must lose our lives , but no matter, huzza for the 
king * We must try and save it ” He then rushed into 
the flame, and seizing the matches, which were almost 
burnt out (probably splinters of wood tipped with brim 
stone), he threw them by armtulls to Mr Lys and the 
soldier Ponteney, who stood outside and received them 
Mr Lys saw a cask of water near at hand , but there w^as 
nothing to carry the water in but an earthen pitcher, his 
own hat and the soldier’s These, however, they Ailed 
again and again, and handed to Touzel, who thus extm- 
g^iished all the fire he could see, but the smoke was so dense, 
that he worked in hornble doubt and obscurity, almost 
suffocated, and with his face and hands already scorched 
The beams over his head were on fire, large cases con- 
taining powder horns had already caught, and an open 
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barrel of gunpowder was close by, only awaiting the fall 
of a single brand to burst mto a fatal explos on Touzel 
called out to entreat for some dnnk to enable him to 
enduie the stifling, and Mr Lys handed him some spirits- 
and-water, which he drank, and worked on , but by this 
time the officers had heard the alarm, dispelled the panic 
among the soldiers, and come to the rescue The maga- 
zine was completely emptied, and the last smouldering 
sparks extinguished , but the whole of the garnson and 
citizens felt that they owed their lives to the three gallant 
men to whose exertions alone, under Providence, it was 
owing that succour did not come too late Mos* of all was 
honour due to Edward Touzel, w'ho, as a civilian, might 
have turned his back upon the peril w ithout any blame , 
nay, could even have pleaded Mr Lys’ message as a dut>, 
but who had instead rushed foiemost into what he believed 
w^as certain death 

A meeting was held in the church of St Heliers to 
consider of a testimonial of gratitude to these three brave 
men (it is to be hoped that thankfulness to an over- 
ruling Providence was also manifested there), when 500/ 
was voted to Mr Lys, who was the father of a large family , 
300/ to Edward Touzel , and William Ponteney received, 
at his own request, a life annuity of 20/ and a gold 
medal, as he declared that he had rather continue to 
serve the king as a soldier than be placed m any other 
course of life 

In that same year (1804) the same daring endurance 
and heroism were evinced by the officers of H AI S 
Htf^ostan, where, when on the way from Gibraltar to 
join Nelson’s fleet at Toulon, the ciy of ^‘Fire*” was 
heard, and dense smoke rose from the lower decks, so 
as to render it nearly impossible to detect the situation 
of the fire Again and again Lieutenants Tailour and 
Banks descended, and fell down senseless from the stifling 
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smoke , then were carried on deck, recoveied in the free 
air, and returned to the vain endeavour of clearing 
tfie powder-room But no man could long preserve his 
facultiel* in the poisonous atmospheie, and the two lieu- 
tenants might be said to have died many deaths from 
It At last the fire gamed so much head, that it was 
impossible to sa\ e the vessel, which had in the meantime 
been brought into the Bay of Rosas, and was neai enough 
to land to enable the crew to escape m boats, after 
having endured the fire six houis Nelson himself wrote 
“The preservation of the crew seems little short of a 
miracle I never lead such a journal of exertions in 
my life ” 

Eight years after, on the taking of Ciudad Rodiigo, m 
x8i 2, by the British aim> under \\ ellmgton, Captain Wil- 
liam Jones, of the 52 d Regiment, hav mg captuied a Fiench 
otficei, employed Ins piisoner m pointing out quaiteis for 
his men The Fi enchman could not speak English, and 
Captain Jones — a fieiy \\ elsUman, w horn it w as the fashion 
m the regiment to term “Jack Jones ” — knew no French , 
but dumb show supplied the w ant of language, and some 
of the company were lodged m a large store pointed out 
by the Fi enchman, who then led the way to a church, 
near which Lora \\ ellmgton and his staff were standing 
But no sooner had the guide stepped into the building 
than he staited back, crying, “ Sacic bleu’” ana ran 
out m the utmost alaim The Welsh captain, however, 
went on, and perceived that the church had been used as 
a pow del -magazine by the French , barrels were standing 
round, samples of their contents lay loosely scattered on 
the pavement, and m the midst was a fire, probably lighted 
by some Portuguese soldiers Forthwith Captain Jones 
and the sergeant entered the church, took up the burning 
embers biand by brand, bore them safe over the scattered 
powder, and out of the church, and thus averted what 
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might have been the most temfic disaster that could ha\e 
befallen our army ’• 

Our next story of this kind relates to a French officer 
Monsieur Mathieu Martinel, adjutant of the ist Cuiras- 
siers In 1820 there was a fire in the barracks at 
Strasburgj and nine soldiers were l>ing sick and help- 
less abo\ e a room containing a barrel of gunpowder and 
a thousand cartndges ei> one was escaping, but 
Martmel persuaded a few men to return into tne barracks 
with him, and hurried up the staiis through smoke and 
flame that turned back his companions He came alone 
to the door of a room close to that which contained the 
powder, but found it locked Catching up a bench, he 
beat the door in, and was met hy such a buist of fire as 
had almost driven him awa> , but, just as he was about to 
descend, he thought that, when the flames reached the 
powder, the nine sick men must mfallibl) be blow n up, 
and returning to the charge, he dashed foivvard, with e>eb 
shut, through the midst, and with face, hands, hair, and 
clothes singed and burnt, he made his w ay to the maga- 
zine, in time to tear away, and throw to a distance from 
the powder, the mass of paper in which the cartridges 
w^ere packed, which was just about to ignite, and appear- 
ing at the window, with loud shouts for winter, thus showed 
the possibility of penetrating to the magazine, and floods 
of water were at once directed to it, so as to drench the 
ppwder, and thus save the men 

This same Martmel had shortly before thrown himself 

^ The story has been told wnth some vanatxon, as to whether 
it was the embers or a ban el of powder that he and the sergeant 
removed In the Record of the 52d it is said to have been the 
latter , but the tradition the author has received from officers ol 
the regiment distinctly stated that it was the burning brands, 
and that the scene was a reserve magazine — ^not, as in the bnef 
mention in Sir William Napier’s History, the great magazine of 
the town 
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into the nver 111, without waiting to undress, to rescue a 
soldier who had fallen in, so near a water-mill, that there 
was hardly a chance of life for either Swimming straight 
towards the miU-dani, Martmel grasped the post of the 
sluice with one arm, and with the other tried to arrest the 
course of the drowning man, who was borne by a rapid 
current towards the mill-wheel , and was aheady so far 
beneath the surface, that Martmel could not reach him 
without letting go of the post Grasping the inanimate 
body, he actually allowed himself to be carried under the 
mill wheel, without loosing his hold, and came up imme- 
diately after on the other side, still able to bring the man 
to land, in time for his suspended animation to be 
restored 

Seventeen >ears afterwards, when the regiment was 
at Pans, there was, on the night of 14th of June, 1837, 
during the illuminations at the wedding festival of the 
Duke and Duchess of Orleans, one of those frightful 
crushes that sometimes occur in an ill-regulated crowd, 
when there is some obstruction in the way, and theie 
IS nothing but a horrible blind struggling and tramp- 
ling, violent and fatal because of its very helplessness 
and bewilderment The crowd were trying to leave the 
Champ de Mars, where great numbers had been witness 
mg some magnificent fireworks, and had blocked up the 
passage leading out by the Military College A woman 
fell down m a fainting fit, others stumbled over her, 
and thus formed an obstruction, which, being unknown 
to those in the rear, did not prevent them from forcing 
fonvard the persons in front, so that they too were pushed 
and trodden down into one frightful, struggling, suffocating 
mass of living and dying men, women, and children, 
increasmg every moment 

M Martmel was passing, on his way to his quarters, 
when, hearing the tumult, he ran to the gate from the other 
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side, and meeting the crowd tned by shouts and entreaties 
to persuade them to give back, but the hindmost could 
not hear him, and the more fnghtened they grew, the 
more they tned to hurry home, and so made the heap 
worse and worse, and in the midst an illuminated yew* 
tree, m a pot, was upset, and further barred the way 
Martmei, with imminent danger to himself, dragged out 
one or two persons , but finding his single efforts almost 
useless among such numbers, he 2 an to the barracks, 
sounded to horse, and without waiting till his men could be 
got together, humed off again on foot, v ith a few of his 
comrades, and dashed back into the crowd, struggling as 
vehemently to penetrate to the scene of danger, as many 
would have done to get away from it 

Private Spenlee alone kept up with him, and, coming to 
the dreadful heap, these two laboured to free the passage, 
lift up the living, and remove the dead First he dragged 
out an old man in a fainting ht, then a young soldier, next 
a boy, a woman, a little girl — ^he earned them to freer air, 
and came back the next moment, though often so nearly 
pulled down by the frantic struggles of the terrified stifled 
creatures, that he was each moment m the utmost peril of 
being trampled to death He earned out nine persons 
one by one , Spenlee brought out a man and a child , and 
his brother officers, coming up, took their share One lieu- 
tenant, with a girl m a swoon m his arms, caused a boy 
to be put on his back, and under this double burthen was 
pushing against the crowd for half an hour, till at length 
he fell, and was all but killed 
A troop of cuirassiers had by this time mounted, and 
through the Champ de Mars came slowly along, step by 
step, their horses moving as gently and cautiously as if 
they knew their work. Everywhere as they advanced, 
little children were held up to them out of the throng to 
be saved, and many of their chargers were loaded with the 
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little creatures, perched before and behind the kind soldier 
With wonderful patience and forbearance, they managed 
to insert themselves and their horses, first in single file, 
then two by two, then more abreast, like a wedge, into the 
press, until at last the> formed a wall, cutting off the crowd 
behind from the mass in the gateway, and thus prevent- 
ing the encumbrance from increasing The people came 
to their senses, and went off to other gates, and the crowd 
diminishing, it became possible to lift up the many un 
happy creatures, who lay stifling or ciushed m the heap 
They were earned into the bai racks, the cuirassiers 
hurried to bimg their mattrasses to lay them on m the 
hall, brought them water, linen, all they could want, and 
were as tender to them as sisters of charity, till they were 
taken to the hospitals or to their homes Martinel, who 
was the moving spirit in this gallant rescue, received in 
the following >ear one of M Monthyon's prizes for the 
greatest acts of virtue that could be brought to light 
Nor among the gallant actions of which powder has 
been the cause should be omitted that of Lieutenant 
Willoughby, who, m the first dismay of the mutiny in 
'India, in 1858, blew up the great magazine at Delhi, with 
all the ammunition that would have armed the sepoys 
even yet more terribly against ourselves That Golden 
Deed ” was one of those capable of no earthly meed, for it 
earned the brave young officer where alone there is true 
reward , and all the Queen and country could do m his 
honour was to pension his widowed mother, and lay up 
his name among those that stir the heart with admiration 
and gratitude 
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HEROES OF THE PLAGUE. 

1576— 1665— 1721 

When our Litan> entreats that we may be delivered 
from ^‘plague, pestilence and famine,” the first of these 
words bears a special meaning, which came home with 
strong and painful force to European minds at the time 
the Prayer-book was translated, and for the whole follow- 
ing century 

It refers to the deadly sickness emphaticall) called “ the 
plague,” a typhoid fever exceedingly \ lolent and rapid, and 
accompanied with a frightful swelling either under the arm 
or on the corresponding part of the thigh The East is the 
usual haunt of this fatal complaint, which some suppose 
to be bred by the marsh), unwholesome state of Egypt 
after the subsidence of the waters of the Nile, and which 
generally prevails in Eg>pt and Syna until its course is 
checked either by the cold of wnnter or the heat m summer 
At times this disease has become unusually malignant 
and infectious, and then has come beyond its usual boun 
danes, and made its w^ay over all the West These dread 
ful visitations were rendered more frequent b) total dis 
regard of all precautions, and ignorance of laws foi 
preserving healtli People crowded together in towns with 
out means of obtaining sufficient air or cleanliness, and thus 
were sure to be unhealthy , and whenever war or famine 
had occasioned more than usual poverty, some fnghtful 
epidemic was sure to follow in its tram, and sweep away 
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the poor creatures whose frames were already weakened by 
previous privation And often this “ sore judgment” was 
that emphatically called the plague , especially during the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuiies, a time when war had 
become far more cruel and mischievous in the hands of 
hired regiments than ever it had been with a feudal army, 
and when at the same time increasing trade was filling 
the cities with more closely packed inhabitants, within 
fortifications that would not allow the city to expand in 
propoition to its needs It has been only the establish- 
ment of the system of quarantine which has succeeded 
in cutting off the comse of infection by which the plague 
was wont to set out on its frightful travels from land to 
land, from city to city 

The desolation of a plague-stricken city was a sort of 
horrible dream Every infected house was marked with 
a red cross, and carefully closed against all persons, except 
those who were charged to drive carts through the streets 
to collect the corpses, ringing a bell as they went These 
men were generally wretched beings, the lowest and most 
reckless of the people, who undeitook their frightful task 
for the sake of the plunder of the desolate houses, and 
wound themselves up b> intoxicating drmks to endure the 
horrors The bodies w^ere thrown into large trenches, 
without prayer or funeral ntes, and these were hastily 
closed up Whole families died together, untended save 
by one another, wuth no aid from without, and the last 
chances of life would be lost for want of a fnendly hand 
to give dnnk or food , and, in the Roman Catholic cities, 
the perishing without a pnest to administer the last ntes 
of the Church was viewed as more dreadful than death 
Itself 

Such visitations as these did indeed prove whether the 
pastors of the afflicted flock were shepherds or hirelings 
So felt, in 1576, Cardinal Car^o Borromeo, Aichbishop of 
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Milan the worthiest of all the successors of St Ambrose, 
when he learnt at Lodi that the plague had made its ap- 
pearance in his city, wheie, remarkably enough, there had 
lately been such licentious re\elry that he had solemnly 
warned the people that, unless they repented, the\ w ould 
certainly bring on themselves the wrath of Heaven His 
council of clergy advised him to remam in some healthy 
part of his diocese till the sickness should have spent 
Itself, but he replied that a Bishop, whose duty it is to giv e 
his life for his sheep, could not nghtly abandon them in 
time of peril They owned that to stand by them was tne 
higher course Well,” he said, it not a Bishop’s dut> 
to choose the higher course ^ ” 

So back into the town of deadly sickness he went, 
leading the people to repent, and watching ov'-er them in 
their suffenngs, visiting the hospitals, and, by his own 
example, encouraging his clergy m carrying spiritual con- 
solation to the dying Ail the time the plague lasted, 
which was four months, his exertions were fearless and 
unwearied, and what was remarkable was, that of his 
whole household only two died, and they were persons 
who had not been called to go about among the sick. 
Indeed, some of the nch who had repaired to a villa, where 
they spent their time in feasting and amusement m the 
luxurious Italian fashion, were there followed by the pes- 
tilence, and all penshed , their dainty fare and the excess 
in which they indulged having no doubt been as bad 
a preparation as the poverty of the starving people in the 
city 

The stnet and regular hfe of the Cardinal and his 
clergy, and their home in the spacious palace, were, no 
doubt, under Providence, a preservative, but, in the 
opinions of the time, there was httle short of a miracle m 
the safety of one who daily preached in the cathedral, — 
bent over the beds of the sick, givmg them food and 

X7 
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medicine, hearing their confessions, and administering 
the last ntes of the Church, — and then braving the con- 
tagion after death, rather than let the corpses go forth 
unbiest to their common grave Nay, so far was he from 
seeking to save his own life, that, kneeling before the altar 
in the cathedial, he solemnly offered himself, like Moses, 
as a sacrifice for his people But, like Moses, the sacrifice 
was passed by— it cost more to redeem their souls ” — 
and Borromeo remained untouched, as did the twenty- 
eight priests who voluntarily offered themselves to join in 
his labours 

No wonder that the chief memories that haunt the 
glorious white marble cathedral of Milan are those of 
St Ambrose, who taught mercy to an emperor, and of 
St. Carlo Borromeo, who practised mercy on a people 

It was a hundred years later that the greatest and last 
visitation of the plague took place in London Doubtless, 
the scourge called forth — ^as m Christian lands such judg- 
ments always do — many an act of true and blessed self* 
devotion , but these are not recorded, save where they 
have their reward and the tale now to be told is of one of 
the small villages to which the infection spread — namely, 
Eyam, m Derbyshire 

This is a lovely place between Buxton and Chatsworth, 
perched high on a hill-side, and shut in by another higher 
mountain — extremely beautiful, but exactly one of those 
that, for want of free air, always become the especial prey 
of mfection At that time lead works were in operation 
in the mountains, and the village was thickly inhabited 
Great was the dismay of the villagers when the family of 
a tailor, who had received some patterns of cloth from 
London, showed symptoms of the plague in its most 
virulent form, sickening and djnng m one day 

The rector of the pansh, the Rev WiUiam Mompes- 
aon, was still a young man, and had been married only 
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a few >ears His wife, a beautiful >oung woman, only 
twenty-seven years old, was exceedingly terrified at the 
tidings from the village, and wept bitterly as she implored 
her husband to take her, and her little George and Eliza- 
beth, who were three and four years old, away to some 
place of safety But Mr Mompesson gra\ely showed her 
that It was his dut> not to forsake his flock in their hour 
of need, and began at once to make arrangements for 
sending her and the children away She saw he was 
right in remaining, and ceased to uige him to forsake his 
charge but she insisted that, if he ought not to desert his 
flock, his wife ought not to leave him , and she wept and 
entreated so earnestly, that he at length consented that 
she should be with him, and that onl} the tw^o little ones 
should be removed while yet there was time 
Their father and mother parted with the little ones as 
treasures that they might never see agam At the same 
time Mr Mompesson wrote to London for the most ap- 
proved medicmes and prescnptions , and he likewise sent 
a letter to the Earl of Devonshire, at Chatsworth, to 
engage that his panshioners should exclude themselves 
from the whole neighbourhood, and thus confine the con- 
tagion within their own boundaries, provided the Earl 
would undertake that food, medicmes, and other neces- 
saries, should be placed at certam appointed spots, at 
regular times, upon the hills around, where the Eyamites 
might come, leave pavTnent for them, and take them^up, 
without holding any communication with the brmgers, 
except by letters, which could be placed on a stone, and 
then fumigated, or passed through vmegar, before they 
were touched with the hand To this the Earl consented, 
and for seven whole months the engagement was kept 
Mr Mompesson represented to his people that, wnth 
the plague once among them, it would be so unlikely that 
they should not carry infection about with them, that it 
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would be selfisli cruelty to other places to try to escape 
amongst them, and thus spread the danger So rocky and 
wild was the ground around them, that, had they stiiven 
to escape, a regiment of soldiers could not have prevented 
them But of their own free will they attended to their 
Rector’s remonstrance, and it was not known that one 
paiishioner of Eyain passed the boundary all that time, 
nor was there a single case of plague m any of the villages 
around 

The assembling of large congregations m churches had 
been thought to increase the infection in London, and 
Mr Mompesson, therefore, thought it best to hold his ser- 
\ices out-of-doors In the middle of the village is a dell, 
suddenly making a cleft in the mountain-side, only fi\e 
yaids wide at the bottom, which is the pebbly bed of a 
wmtr> torrent, but is dry in the summer On the side 
tow ards the village, the slope upwards was of soft green 
turf, scattered wath hazel, 10 wan, and alder bushes, and 
full of singing birds On the other side, the ascent was 
neaily perpendicular, and composed of sharp rocks, partly 
adorned With bushes and ivy, and here and there rising 
up in fantastic peaks and archways, through which the 
sky could be seen frmn below One of these rocks was 
hollow, and could be entered from above— a natural gal- 
lery, leading to an archway opening over the precipice , 
and this Mr Mompesson chose for his reading-desk and 
pulpit The dell was so narrow^, that his voice could 
clearly be heard across it, and his congregation arranged 
themselves upon the green slope opposite, seated or 
kneeling upon the grass 

On Wednesdays, Fridays, and Sundays arose the ear- 
nest voice of prayer from that rocky glen, the peopIe^s 
response meeting the pastor’s voice , and twice on Sun- 
days he preached to them the words of life and hope 
It was a drv hot summer, fain would they have seen 
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thunder and ram to drive awa> their enemy , and seldom 
did weather break in on the regularity of these sen-ices 
But there was another service that the rector had daily to 
perform , not in his churchyard — that would have per- 
petuated the infection — ^but on a heathy hill above the 
village There he daily read of “the Resurrection and 
the Life,” and week by \^eek the company on the grass> 
slope grew fewer and scantier His congregation were 
passing from the dell to the heathy mound. 

Day and night the rector and his wife were among the 
sick, nursing, feeding, and tending them with all that care 
and skill could do , but, m spite of all their endea\ ours, 
only a fifth part of the whole of the inhabitants lived to 
spend the last Sunday in Cuckiet Church, as the dell is 
still called Mrs Mompesson had persuaded her husband 
to have a wound made m his leg, fancying that this w^ould 
lessen the danger of infection, and he yielded in order to 
satisfy her His health endured perfectl>, but she began 
to waste under her constant exertions, and her husband 
feared that he saw symptoms of consumption , but she 
was full of delight at some appearances m his wound 
that made her imagine that it had earned off the disease, 
and that his danger was o\ er 

A few days after, she sickened with symptoms of the 
plague, and her frame was so weakened that she sank 
very quickly She was often dehnous , but when she was 
too much exhausted to endure the exertion of taking 
cordials, her husband entreated her to try for their chil- 
dren’s sake, she lifted herself up and made the endeavour 
She lay peacefullv, saying, “she was but looking for the 
good hour to come,” and caMy died, making the re- 
sponses to her husband’s prayers even to the last Her 
he huned m the churchyard, and fenced the grave in 
afterwards with iron rails There are two beautiful letters 
irom him written on her death-~-one to his little children, 
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to be kept and read when they would be old enough to 
understand it, the other to his patron, Sir George Saville, 
afterwards Lord Halifax “ My drooping spints,” he says, 
‘‘ are nauch refreshed with her joys, which I assure myself 
are unutterable ” He wrote both these letters m the be- 
lief that he should soon follow her, speaking of himself 
to Sir George as “ his dying chaplain,” commending to 
him his “ distressed orphans,” and begging that a “ humble 
pious man ” might be chosen to succeed him in his par- 
sonage Sir, I thank God that I am willing to shake 
hands m peace with all the world , and I have comfort- 
able assurances that He will accept me for the sake of 
His Son , and I find God more good than ever I ima- 
gined, and wish that His goodness were not so much 
abused and contemned,” writes the widowed pastor, left 
alone among his d)ang flock And he concludes, and 
with tears I entreat that when you are praying for father- 
less and motheiless infants, you would then remember 
my two pietty babes ” 

These two letters were wntten on the last day of August 
and first of September, 1666 , but on the 20th of Novem-* 
ber, Mr Mompesson was wntmg to his uncle, in the lull 
after the storm “ The condibon of this place hath been 
so dreadful, that I persuade myself it exceedeth all his- 
tory and example I may truly say our town has become 
a Golgotha, a place of skulls , and had there not been a 
small remnant of us left, we had been as Sodom, and 
like unto Gomorrah My ears never heard such doleful 
lamentations, my nose never smelt such noisome smells, 
and mv eyes never beheld such ghastly spectacles Here 
have been seventy-six families visited within my pansh, 
out of which died 259 persons ” 

However, since the i ith of October there had been no 
fresh cases, and he was now burning ail woollen clothes, 
lest the infection should linger in them He himself had 
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never been touched by the complaint, nor had his maid- 
servant , his man had had it but slightly Mr Mompes- 
soiv lived many more years, was offered the Deanery of 
Lincoln, but did not accept it, and died in 1708 So 
virulent was the contagion that, ninety-one years after, in 
1757, when five labouring men, who were digging up land 
near the plague-graves for a potato-garden, came upon 
what appeared to be some linen, though they buried it 
again directly, they all sickened with typhus fever, three 
of them died, and it was so infectious that no less than 
seventy persons in the parish were earned off 
The last of these remarkable visitations of the plague, 
properly so called, was at Marseilles, m 1721 It was sup- 
posed to have been brought by a vessel which sailed from 
Seyde, in the Bay of Tunis, on the 3rst of January, 1720, 
which had a clean bill of health when it anchored off the 
Chateau d’lf, at Marseilles, on the 25th of May , but six of 
the crew were found to have died on the voyage, and the 
persons who handled the freight also died, though, it was 
said, without any symptoms of the plague, and the first 
cases were supposed to be of the fevers caused by excessive 
poverty and crowding The unmistakable Oriental plague, 
however, soon began to spread m the city among the poorer 
population, and in truth the wars and heavy expenses of 
Louis XIV had made poverty in France more wretched 
than ever before, and the whole country was like one 
deadly sore, festering, and by-and-by to come to a fearful 
cnsis Precautions were taken, the infected famihes were 
removed to the infirmanes and their houses walled up, 
but all this was done at mght m order not to excite alarm 
The mystery, however, made things more temble to the 
imagination, and this was a penod of the utmost selfish- 
ness All the ncher inhabitants who had the means of 
quitting the city, and who were the very people who 
ijould have been useful there, 6ed with one accord Sud- 



A BOOK OF 


296 

denly the lazzaretto was left 'without superintendents, the 
hospitals without stewards, the judges, public officers, 
notanes, and most of the supenor workmen m the most 
necessary trades were all gone Only the Provost and 
four municipal officeis remained, with i,ioo hvres in their 
treasury, in the midst of an entirely disorganized city, and 
an enormous population without work, without restraint, 
without food, and a prey to the deadliest of diseases 

The Parliament which still survived m the ancient 
kingdom of Provence signalized itself by retreating to a 
distance, and on the 31st of May putting out a decree 
that nobody should pass a boundary line round Mar- 
seilles on pain of death, but considering what people were 
trying to escape from, and the utter overthrow of all rule 
and order, this penalty was not likely to have much effect, 
and the plague was earned by the fugitives to Arles, Aix, 
Toulon, and sixty-three lesser towns and villages What 
a contrast to Mr Mompesson’s moral influence * 

Homble crimes were committed Malefactors were re- 
leased from the pnsons and convicts from the galleys, and 
employed for large payment to collect the corpses and 
carry the sick to the infirmaries Of course, they could 
only be wrought up to such work by intoxication and 
unlimited oppportunities of plunder, and their rude treat- 
ment both of the dead and of the living sufferers added 
unspeakably to the general wretchedness To be earned 
to the infirmary was certain death, — ^no one hved in that 
heap of contagion , and even this shelter was not always 
to be had,— some of the streets were full of dying creatures 
who had been turned out of their houses and could crawl 
no farther 

What was done to alleviate all these horrors ? It was 
m the minority of Louis XV and the Regent Duke of 
Orleans, easy, good-natured man that he was, sent 22^000 
marks to the relief of the city, all in silver, for paper money 
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was found to spread the infection mere than anything else 
He also sent a great quantity of corn, and likewise doctors 
for the sick, and troops to shut in the infected distnct 
The Pope, Clement XI sent spintual blessings to the 
sufferers, and, moreover, three ship-loads of wheat The 
Regent’s Pnme Minister, the Abbe Dubois, the shame of 
his Church and country, fancied that to send these sup- 
plies cast a slight upon his administration, and desired 
his representative at Rome to prevent the sailmg'-of the 
ships, but his orders were not for \ery shame earned out, 
and the vessels set out On their way they were seized 
by a Moorish corsair, who was more merciful than Dubois, 
for he no sooner learnt their destination than he let them 
go unplundered 

And m the midst of the misery there were bnght lights 
“ running to and fro among the stubble ^ The Provost 
and his five remaining officers, and a gentleman called 
Le Chevalier Rose, did their utmost in the bravest and 
most unselfish way to help the sufferers, distnbute food, 
provide shelter, restrain the horrors perpetrated by the 
sick m their ravings, and provide for the burial of the 
dead And the clergy ’were all devoted to the task of 
mercy There was only one convent, that of St Victor, 
where the gates were closed against all comers m the hope 
of shutting out infection Every other monastic establish- 
ment freely devoted itself It was a time when party 
spmt ran high The Bishop, Henn Franpois Xavier de 
Belzunce, a nephew of the Duke de Lauzun, was a strong 
and ngid Jesuit, and had joined so hotly in the persecu- 
tion of the Jansemsts that he had forbidden the brother^ 
hood called Oratonan fathers to hear confessions, because 
he suspected them of a leaning to Jansemst opinions , but 
he and they both alike worked earnestly in the one cause 
of mercy They were content to obey his prejudiced 
edict, since he was in lawful authority, and threw them- 
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selves heartily into the lower and more disdained services 
to the sick, as nurses and tenders of the body alone, not 
of the soul, and m this work their whole community, 
Supenor and all, perished, almost without exception 
Perhaps these men, thus laying aside hurt feeling and 
sense of injustice, were the greatest conquerors of all 
whose golden deeds we have described 
Bishop Belzunce himself, however, stands as the pro- 
minent hgure in the memory of those dreadful five months 
He was a man of commanding stature, towenng above all 
around him, and hxs fervent sermons, aided by his example 
of severe and stnct piety, and his great chanties, had 
greatly impressed the people He now went about among 
the plague-stncken, attending to their wants, both spintual 
and temporal, and sold or mortgaged all his pioperty to 
obtain relief for them, and he actually went himself m the 
tumbrils of corpses to give them the ntes of Christian 
bunal His doings closely resembled those of Cardinal 
Borromeo, and like him he had recourse to constant 
preachings of repentance, processions, and assemblies 
for litanies in the Church It is cunously charactenstic 
that It was the English clergyman, who equally pious, 
and sensible that only the Almighty could remove the 
scourge, yet deemed it nght to take precautions against 
the effects of bringing a large number of persons into 
one building How Belzunce’s clergy seconded him may 
be gathered from the numbers who died of the disease 
Besides the Oratonans, there died eighteen Jesuits, 
twenty-six of the order called Recollets, and forty-three 
Capuchins, all of whom had freely given their lives in 
the endeavour to alleviate the general suffering In 
the four chief towns of Provence 80,000 died, and about 
8,000 in the lesser places The winter finally checked 
the destroyer, and then, sad to say, it appeared how little 
effect the warning had had on the survivors Inhent- 
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ances had fallen together into the hands of persons who 
found themselves rich beyond their expectations, and in 
the glee of having escaped the danger, forgot to be 
thanlcful, and spent their wealth m re\elr> Never had 
the cities of Provence been so full of wild, questionable 
mirth as during the ensuing wmter, and it was re 
marked that the places which had suffered most severely 
were the most given up to thoughtless gaiety, and even 
licentiousness 

Good Bishop Belzunce did his best to protest against 
the wickedness around him, and refused to leave his flock 
at Marseilles, when, four years after, a far more distin- 
guished see was offered to him He died m 1755, in time 
to escape the sight of the retnbution that was soon worked 
out on the folly and vice of the imhappy country 
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THE SECOND OF SEPTEMBER 
1792 

THE reign of the terrible Tzar was dreadful, but there 
was even a more dreadful time, that which might be 
called the reign of the madness of the people The 
oppression and injustice that had for generations past 
been worked out in France ended in the most fearful 
reaction that history records, and the horrors that took 
place in the Revolution pass all thought or description 
Every institution that had been misused was overthrown 
at one fell swoop, and the whole accumulated vengeance 
of generations fell on the heads of the persons who 
occupied the positions of the former oppressors Many 
of these were as pure and guiltless as their slaughterers 
were the reverse, but the heads of the Revolution imagined 
that to obtain their ideal vision of perfect justice and 
liberty, all the remnants of the former state of things 
must be swept away, and the ferocious beings who earned 
out their decrees had become absolutely frantic with 
delight in bloodshed The nation seemed delivered up to 
a dehnum of murder But as 

** Even as earth’s wild war cnes heighten, 

The cross upon the brow will bnghten,*^ 

these times of surpassing horror were also times of sur- 
passing devotion and heroism. Without attempting to 
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describe the vanous stages of the Revolution, and the 
different committees that under different titles earned on 
the woik of destruction, we will mention some of the 
deeds that shine out as we look into that abyss of horror, 
the Pans of 1792 and the following years 

Think of the Swiss Guards, who on the loth of August, 
1792, the miserable day when the King, Queen, and 
children were made the capti\es of the people, stood 
resolutely at their posts, till they were massacred almost 
to a man Well is their fidelity honoured by the noble 
sculptuie near Lucerne, cut out in the living rock of their 
own Alps, and representing a lion dying to defend the 
fleur-de-lis 

A more dreadful day still was m preparation The mob 
seemed to have imagined that the king and nobility had 
some strange dreadful power, and that unless they were 
all annihilated they would rise up and trample all down 
before them, and those who had the direction of affairs 
profited by this delusion to multiply executioners, and 
clear away all that they supposed to stand m the way of 
the renewal of the nation And the attempts of the 
exmgrant nobility and of the German princes to march to 
the rescue of the royal family added to the fury of their 
cowardly ferocity The prisons of Pans were crowded to 
overflowing with aristocrats, as it was the fashion to call 
the nobles and gentry, and with the clergy who had 
refused their adhesion to the new state of things The 
whole number is reckoned at not less than 8,000 
Among those at the Abbaye de St Germain were 
M Jaques Cazotte, an old gentleman of seventy-three, 
who had been for many years in a government office, and 
had wntten vanous poems He was living in the country, 
m Champagne, when on the 18th of August he was 
anrested His daughter Elizabeth, a lovely girl of twenty, 
w’^ould not leave him, and together they were taken first 
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to Epemay and then to Paris, where they were thiown 
into the Abbaye, and found it crowded with prisoners 
M Gazette’s bald forehead and grey locks gave him a 
patriarchal appearance, and his talk, deeply and truly 
pious, was full of Scnpture language, as he strove to 
persuade his fellow-captives to own the true blessings of 
sufFenng 

Here Elizabeth met the like-minded Mane de Sombreuil, 
who had clung to her father, Charles Viscount de Som- 
breuil, the Governor of the Invalides, or pensioners of 
the French army, and here, too, had Madame de Fausse 
Lendry come with her old uncle the Abb4 de Rastignac, 
who had been for three months extremely ill, and was 
only just recovering when dragged to the prison, and there 
placed in a room so crowded that it was net possible to 
turn round, and the air in the end of August was fearfully 
close and heated Not once while there was the poor old 
man able to sleep His niece spent the nights in a room 
belonging to the jailer, with the Princess de Tarente, and 
Mademoiselle de Sombreuil 

On the 2 nd of September these slaughter-houses were 
as full as they could hold, and about a hundred ruffians 
armed with axes and guns were sent round to all the jails 
to do the bloody work. It was a Sunday, and some of 
the victims had tned to observe it religiously, though little 
divining that it was to be their last They first took alarm 
on perceiving that their jailer had removed his family, 
and then that he sent up their dinner earlier than usual, 
and removed all the knives and forks By and by howls 
and shouts were heard, and the tocsin was heard ringing, 
alarm guns firing, and reports came in to the pnsoners of 
Abbaye that the populace were breaking into the prisons 

The clergy were all penned up together in the cloisters 
of the Abbaye, whither they had been brought in carnages 
that morning Among them was the Abbe Sicard, an 
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admiiabie pnest who had spent his whole life-time in 
instructing the deaf and dumb in his own house^ 
where — 

** The cunning finger finely twined 
The subtle thread that knitteth mind to mmd , 

There that stiange bridge of signs was built where roll 
The sunless wa\ es that sever soul from soul. 

And by the arch, no bigger than a hand. 

Truth tra\ell’d over to the silent land ” 

He had been arrested, while teaching his pupils, on the 
26th of August, 1792, and shut up among other clerg> m 
the prison of the Mayoralty , but the lads whom he had 
educated came in a body to ask leave to claim him at the 
bar of the National Assembly Massieu, his best scholar, 
had drawn up a most touching address, saying, that m 
him the deaf and dumb were deprived of their teacher, 
nurse, and father It is he who has taught us what wc 
know, without him we should be as the beasts of the 
* field ” This petition, and the gestures of the poor silent 
bemgs, went to the heart of the National Assembly One 
young man, named Duhamel, neither deaf nor dumb, from 
pure admiration of the good work, went and offered to be 
impnsoned m the Abbe’s place There was great applause, 
and a decree was passed that the cause of the arrest should 
be inquired into, but this took no effect, and on that dread- 
ful afternoon, M Sicard was put mto one of a procession 
of carnages, which drove slowly through the streets full 
of pnests, who were reviled, pelted, and wounded by the 
populace till they reached the Abbaye 
In the turnkey’s rooms sat a homble committee^ who 
acted as a sort of tnbunal, but veiy few of the pnests 
reached it They were for the most part cut down as they 
stepped out mto the throng m the court— consisting of 
red-capped ruffians, with their shirt sleeves turned up, 
and still more fiendish women, who hounded them on to 
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the butchery, and brought them wme and food Sicard 
and another priest contnved, while their companions fell, 
to rush into the committee-room, exclaiming, “ Messieurs, 
preserve an unfortunate i ” 

“ Go along , ’’ they said, “ do you wish us to get our- 
selves massacred ? ” 

But one, recognising him, was surpnsed, knowing that 
his life was to be spared, and took him into the room, 
promising to save him as long as possible Here the two 
priests would have been safe but for a wretched woman, 
who shneked out to the murderers that they had been 
admitted, and loud knocks and demands for them came 
from without Sicard thought all lost, and taking out his 
watch, begged one of the committee to give it to the first 
deaf mute who should come and ask for him, sure that it 
would be the faithful Massieu At first the man replied 
that the danger was not imminent enough , but on hearing 
a more funous noise at the door, as if the mob were going 
to break m, he took the watch , and Sicard faUing on his 
knees, commended his soul to God, and embraced his 
brother pnest 

In rushed the assassins, they paused for a moment, 
unable to distmguish the priests from the committee, but 
the two pikemen found them out, and his companion w^as 
instantly murdered The weapons were lifted against 
Sicard, when a man pushed through the crowd, and 
throwing himself before the pike, displayed his breast, 
and cned, “ Behold the bosom through which you must 
pass to reach that of this good citizen You do not know 
him He is the Abbe Sicard, one of the most benevolent 
of men, the most useful to his country, the father of the 
deaf and dumb * ” 

The murderer dropped his pike , but Sicard perceiving 
that it was the populace who were the real dispensers of 
life or death, spiang to the window, and shouted 
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** Fnends, behold an innocent man. Am I to die without 
bemg heard 

You were among the rest,” the mob shouted, there- 
fore you are as bad as the others ” 

But when he told his name, the cry changed He is 
the father of the deaf and dumb ’ he as too useful to 
pensh , his life is spent m doing good , he must be saved ” 
And the murderers behind took him up in their arms, 
and carried him out into the court, where he was obhged, 
to submit to be embraced by the whole gang of rufhans, 
who wanted to carry him home in tnumph, but he did not 
choose to go without bemg legally released, and returning 
into the committee-room, he learnt for the first time the 
name of his preserver, one Monnot, a watchmaker, who, 
though knowing him only by character, and learning that 
he was among the clergy who were being driven to the 
slaughter, had rushed m to save him 
Sicard remained in the committee-room while further 
horrors were perpetrated all round, and at night was 
taken to the little room called Le Violon, with two other 
pnsoners A homble night ensued , the murders on the 
outside vaned with drinking and dancing , and at three 
o’clock the murderers tned to break into Le Violon 
There was a loft far overhead, and the other two pnsoners 
tried to persuade Sicard to chmb on their shoulders to 
reach it, saying that his life was more useful than theirs. 
However, some fresh prey was brought in, which drew 
off the attention of the murderers, and two days after- 
wards Sicard was released to resume his life of chanty 
At the beginnmg of the night, aU the ladies who had 
accompanied their relatives were separated from them, and 
put into the women’s room , but when morning came they 
entreated earnestly to return to them, but Mademoiselle 
de Fausse Lendry was assured that her uncle was safe, 
and they were told soon after that ail who remained were 

* Y 
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pardoned About twenty-two ladies were together, and 
were called to leave the prison, bat the two who went first 
were at once butchered, and the sentry called out to the 
others, “ It is a snare, go back, do not show yourselves ” 
They retreated , but Mane de Sombreuil had made her 
way to her father, and when he was called down into 
the court, she came wuth him She hung round him, 
beseeching the murderers to have pity on his grey hairs, 
and declaring that they must strike him only thiough her 
One of the ruffians, touched by her resolution, called out 
that they should be allowed to pass if the giil would drink 
to the health of the nation The whole court was swim- 
ming with blood, and the glass he held out to her was full 
of something red Mane would not shudder She drank, 
and with the applause of the assassins ringing in her ears, 
she passed with her father over the threshold of the 
fatal gates, into such freedom and safety as Pans could 
then afford Never again could she see a glass of red 
wine without a shudder, and it was generally believed that 
it was actually a glass of blood that she had swallowed, 
though she always averred that this was an exaggeration, 
and that it had been only her impression before tasting it 
that so homble a draught was offered to her 

The tidings that Mademoiselle de Sombreuil had saved 
her father came to encourage the rest of the ladies, and 
when calls were heard for “ Cazotte," Elizabeth flew out 
and joined her father, and in like manner stood between 
him and the butchers, till her devotion made the crowd 
cry ^ Pardon ’ ” and one of the men employed about the 
pnson opened a passage for her, by which she, too, led her 
father away 

Madame de Fausse Lendry was not so happy Her 
uncle was killed early in the day, before she was aware 
that he had been sent for, but she survived to relate the 
history of that most homble night and day The same 
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woik was going on at all the other pnsons, and chief 
among the victims of La Force was the beautiful Mane 
Louise of Savoy, the Pnncess de Lamballe, and one of the 
most intimate friends of the Queen A young widow 
without children, she had been the ornament of the court, 
and clever learned ladies thought her frivolous, but the 
depth of her nature was shown in the time of tnal Her 
old father-in-law had taken her abroad with him when the 
danger first became apparent, but as soon as she saw that 
the Queen herself was aimed at, she went immediately 
back to France to comfort her and share her fate 
Since the terrible loth of August, the friends had been 
separated, and Madame de Lamballe had been in the 
prison of La Force There, on the evening of the 2d of 
September, she was brought down to the tnbunal, and 
told to swear liberty, equality, and hatied to the king 
and queen 

I will readily swear the two former I cannot swear 
the latter It is not in my heart ” 

Swear * If not, you are dead ” 

She raised her eyes, hUed her hands, and made a step 
to the door Murderers closed her in, and pike thrusts in 
a few moments were the last stage that carried from 
earth to heaven” the gentle woman, who had loved her 
queenly friend to the death Little mattered it to her that 
her corpse was soon torn limb from limb, and that her 
fair ringlets were floating round the pike on which her 
head was home past her friend’s pnson w indow Little 
matters it now even to Mane Antoinette The worst that 
the murderers could do for such as these, could only work 
for them a more exceeding weight of glory 
M Cazotte was impnsoned again on the 12th of Sep 
tember, and all his daughter’s effoi+s failed to save him. 
She was taken from him, and he died on the guillotine, 
exclaiming, *‘1 die as I have lived, faithful to my God and 
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to my King ^ And the $ame wmter, M de Sombreuil was 
also vnpnsoned again When he entered the prison with 
his daughter, all the inmates rose to do her honour In 
the ensuing June, after a mock tnal, her father and brother 
were put to death, and she remamed for many years alone 
with only the memory of her past days- 
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thI: vend^ens 
1793 

While the greater part of France had been falling into 
habits of self-indulgence, and from thence into infidelity 
and revolution, there was one district where the people 
had not forgotten to fear God and honour the King 
Thi^ was m the tract surrounding the Loire, the south 
of which is now called La Vendee, and was then termed 
the Bocage, or the Woodland. It is full of low hills and 
narrow valleys, divided into small fields, inclosed by 
high thick hedge-rows so that when viewed from the top 
of one of the hills, the whole country appears perfectly 
green, excepting near Iigrvest-fime, when small patches of 
golden com catch the eye, or where here and there a 
church-tower peeps above the trees, in the midst of the 
fiat red-tiled roofs of the surrounding village The roads 
are deep lanes, often in the winter beds of streams, and 
in the summer completely roofed by the thick foliage of 
the trees, whose branches meet overhead 
The gentry of La Vendee, instead of idhng their time 
at Fans, lived on their own estates in kindly intercourse 
with their neighbours, and constantly helping and be- 
friending their tenants, visiting them at their farms, talk- 
ing over their crops and cattle, giving them advice, and ^ 
mviung them on holidays to dance in the cowls cM* their 
castles, and themselves joining m their sports The pea- 
sants were a hard-working, sober, and pious people. 
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devoutly atten®^ their churches, reveiencmg their clergy, 
and, as well they might, loving and honouring their good 
landlords 

But as the Revolution began to make its deadly pro- 
gress at Pans, a gloom spread over this happy country 
The Pans mob, who could not bear to see any one higher 
in station than themselves, thirsted for noble blood, and 
the gentry were dnven from France, or else impnsoned 
and put to death An oath contrary to the laws of their 
Church was lequired of the clergy, those who refused it 
were thrust out of their parishes, and others placed in 
their room , and throughout France all the youths of a 
ceitam age were forced to draw lots to decide who should 
sen. e in the Republican army 

This conscription iiUed up the measure The Ven- 
d 4 ens had grieved over the flight of their landlords, they 
had sheltered and hidden their priests, and heard their 
ministrations m secret , but when their young men were 
to be carried away from them, and made the defenders 
and instruments of those who were murdering their King, 
overthrowing their Church, and ruining their country, 
they could endure it no longer, bf t m the spring of 1793, 
soon after the execution of Louis XVI a nsing took 
place in Anjou, at the village of St Florent, headed by 
a pedlar named Cathelineau, and they drove back the 
Blues, as they called the revolutionary "soldiers, who had 
come to enforce the conscnption They begged Mon- 
sieur de Bonchamp, a gentleman m the neighbourhood, 
to take the command , and, willing to devote himself to 
the cause of his King, he complied, saying, as he did so, 
“We must not aspire to earthly rewards , such would be 
beneath the purity of our motives, the holiness of our 
cause We must not even aspire to glory, for a avil war 
affords none. We shall see our castles fall, we shall 
be proscribed, slandered, stripped of our possessions. 
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perhaps put to death , but let us thank God for giving 
us strength to do our duty to the end ^ ^ 

The next person on whom the peasants cast their eyes 
possessed as true and strong a heart, though he was too 
joung to count the cost of loyalty with the same calm 
spirit of self-devotion The Marquis de la Rochejacquelein, 
one of the most excellent of the nobles of Poitou, had 
already emigrated with his wife and all his family, ex- 
cepting Henn, the eldest son, who, though but eighteen 
>ears of age, had been placed in the dangerous post of 
an officer in the Royal Guards When Louis XVI had 
been obliged to dismiss these bra've men, he had obtained 
a promise from each officer that he would not leave 
France but wait for some chance of delivenng that un- 
happy country Henn had therefore remained at Pans, 
until after the loth of August, 1792, when the massacre at 
the Tuilenes took place, and the impnsonment of tlie 
royal family commenced , and then every gentleman being 
m danger in the city, he had come to his father’s deserted 
castle of Durballiere in Poitou 
He was nearly twenty, tall and slender, with fair hair, 
an oval face, and blue eyes, \ery gentle, although fulj of 
animation He was active and dexterous m all manly 
sports, especially shooting and ndmg , he was a man of 
few words, and his manners were so shy, modest, and 
retiring, that his friends used to say he was more like an 
Engl^hman than a Frenchman 
Heanng that he was alone at Durballidre, and knowing 
that as an officer in the Guards, and also as being of the 
age liable to the conscription, he was m danger from 
the Revolutionists m the neighbounng towns, his cousin, 
the Marquis de I^scure, sent to mvite him to his strong 
castle of Clisson, which was likewise situated %n the 
Bocage This castle afforded a refuge to many others 
whc were m danger — to nuns dnven from their convents 
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dispossessed clergy, and persons who dreaded to remain 
at their homes, but who felt reassured under the shelter 
of the castle, and by the character of its owner, a young 
man of six-and-twenty, who, though of high and unshaken 
loyalty, had never concerned himself with politics, but led 
a quiet and studious life, and was everywhere honoured 
and respected 

The winter passed in great anxiety, and when m the 
spring the nsing at Anjou took place, and the new go- 
vernment summoned all who could bear arms to assist 
in quelling it, a council was held among the party at 
Clisson on the steps to be taken Henri, as the youngest, 
spoke first, sa>ing he would rather perish than fight 
against the peasants , nor among the whole assembly was 
there one person willing to take the safer but meaner 
course of deserting the cause of their King and country 
^‘Yes,” said the Duchess de Donnissan, mother to the 
young wife of the Marquis de Lescure, I see you are 
all of the same opinion Better death than dishonour 
I approve your courage It is a settled thing ” and seat- 
ing herself m her arm-chair, she concluded, “Well, then, 
we must die’’ 

For some little time all remained quiet at Clisson , but 
at length the order for the conscription arnved, and a few 
days before the time appointed for the lots to be drawn, 
a boy came to the castle bringing a note to Henn from 
his aunt at St Aubm “ Monsieur Henn,” said the boy, 
“ they say >ou are to draw for the conscription next 
Sunday , but may not your tenants rise against it in the 
meantime ^ Come with me, sir, the whole country is 
longing for you, and will obey you ” 

Henn instantly promised to come, but some of the 
ladies would have persuaded him not to endanger himself 
— representing, too, that if he was missing on the ap- 
pointed day, M de Lescure might be made responsible 
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for him The Marquis, however, silenced them, saying 
to his cousin, You are prompted by honour and duty to 
put yourself at the head of your tenants Follow out 
your plan I am only grieved at not being able to go 
with you , and certainly no fear of impnsonment wiH lead 
me to dissuade you from doing your duty ” 

^‘Well, I will come and rescue you,” said Henn, 
embracing him, and his eyes glancing with a noble 
soldier-like expression and an eagle look. 

As soon as the servants were gone to bed, he set out 
with a guide, with a stick m his hand and a pair of pistols 
m his belt , and travelling through the fields, over hedges 
and ditches, for fear of meeting with the Blues, arrived at 
St Aubin, and from thence went on to meet M de 
Bonchamp and his little atmy But he found to his dis- 
appointment that they had just been defeated, and the 
chieftains, believing that all was lost, had dispersed their 
troops He went to his own home, dispinted and grieved , 
but no sooner did the men of St Aubin learn the amval 
of their young lord, than they came trooping to the castle, 
entreating him to place himself at their head 

In the early morning, the castle court, the fields, the 
village, were thronged with stout hardy farmers and 
labourers, m grey coats, with broad flapping hats, and red 
woollen handkerchiefs round their necks On their 
shoulders were spits, scythes, and even sticks, happy 
was the man who could bring an old fowhng-piece, and 
still more rejoiced the owner of some powder, intended 
for blasting some neighbouring quarry All had bold 
true hearts, ready to suffer and to die in the cause of their 
Church and of their young innocent impnsoned Kigg 
A mistrust of his own powers, a fear of ruining these 
brave men, crossed the mmd of the youth as he looked 
forth upon them, and he exclaimed, my father was 
but here, you might trust to him Yet by my courage I 
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will show myself worthy, and lead you If I go forward, 
follow me , if I draw back, kill me , if I am slain, avenge 
me * ” They replied by shouts of joy, and it was instantly 
lesolved to march upon the next village, which was occu- 
pied by the rebel troops They gained a complete victory, 
dm mg away the Blues, and taking two small pieces of 
cannon, and immediately joined M de Bonchamp and 
Cathelineau, who, encouraged by their success, again 
gathered their troops and gained some further advantages 
In the mean time, the authorities had sent to Chsson 
and arrested M de Lescure, his wife, her parents, and 
some of their guests, who were conducted to Bressuire, 
the nearest town, and there closely guarded There was 
great danger that the Republicans would revenge their 
losses upon them, but the calm dignified deportment of 
M de Lescure obliged them to respect him so much that 
no injury was offered to him At last came the joyful 
news that the Royalist army was approaching The 
Republican soldiers immediately quitted the town, and 
the inhabitants all came to ask the protection of the 
prisoners, desinng to send their goods to Chsson for 
secunty,and thinking themselves guarded by the presence 
of M and Madame de Lescure 
M de Lescure and his cousin Bernard de Mangny 
mounted their horses and rode out to meet their fnends 
In a quarter of an hour afterw^ards, Madame de Lescure 
heard the shouts ‘^Long live the King,” and the next 
minute, Henn de la Rochejacquelem humed into the 
room, cnnng, “I have saved you ” The peasants marched 
in to the number of 20,000, and spread themselves through 
the tow n, but m their victory they had gamed no taste for 
blood or plunder — they did not hurt a single inhabitant, 
nor touch any thing that was not their own Madame 
de Lescure heard some of them wishing for tobacco, and 
asked if there was none in the town “ O yes, there is 
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plenty to be sold, but we have no money , ” and they 
were very thankful to her for giving the small sum they 
required Monsieur de Donnissan saw two men disputing 
in the street, and one drew his stvord, when he interfered, 
saying, “ Our Lord prayed for His murderers, and would 
one soldier of the Cathohc army kill another?” The two 
instantly embraced 

Three times a day these peasant warriors knelt at their 
prayers, in the churches if they were near them, if not, m 
the open field, and seldom have e\er been equalled the 
piety, the humility, the self-devotion alike of chiefs and 
of followers The frightful cruelties committed b> the 
enemy were returned by mercy , though such of them as 
fell into the hands of the Repubhcans were shot without 
pity, yet their pnsoners were instantly set at liberty after 
being made to promise not to serve against them again, 
and having their hair shaded off in order that they might 
be recognised 

Whenever an enterpnse was resolved on, die curates 
gave notice to their parishioners that the leaders would 
be at such a place at such a time, upon which they 
crowded to the spot, and assembled around the white 
standard of France with such weapons as the> could 
muster 

The clergy then heard them confess their sms, gave 
them absolution, and blessed them , then, while they set 
forward, returned to the churches where their wi\ es and 
children were praying for their success They did not 
fight hke regular soldiers, but, creeping through the 
hedge-rows and coppices, burst unexpectedly upon the 
Blues, who, entangled in the hollow lanes, ignorant of the 
country, and amazed by the suddenness of the ^fttack, 
had little power to resist The chieftains were always 
foremost m danger , above all the eager >oung Henn, with 
his e^e on the w^hite standard, and on the blue sky, and 
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his hand making the sign of the cross without which 
he never charged the enemy, dashed on first, fearless of 
peril, regardless of his hfe, thinking only of his duty to 
his lang and the protection of his followers 

It was calmness and resignation which chiefly distin- 
guished M de Lescure, the Saint of Poitou, as the peasants 
called him from his great piety, his even temper, and the 
kindness and the wonderful mercifulness of his disposition 
Though constantly at the head of his troops, leading them 
into the most dangerous places and never spanng himself, 
not one man was slam by his hand, nor did he even peimit 
a prisoner to receive the least injury in his presence When 
one of the Republicans once presented his musket close 
to his breast, he quietl> put it aside with his hand, and 
only said, Take away the pnsoner ” His calmness was 
indeed well founded, and his trust never failed Once 
when the little anny had received a considerable check, 
and his cousin M de Mangny was in despair, and 
&rowmg his pistols on the table, exclaimed, “ I fight no 
/Onger,” he took him by the arm, led him to the window, 
and pointing to a troop of peasants kneeling at their 
evening prayers, he said, " See there a pledge of our 
hopes, and doubt no longer that we shall conquer m our 
turn” 

Their greatest victory was at Saumur, owing chiefly to 
the gallantry of Henn, who threw his hat into the midst 
of the enemy, shouting to his followers, Who will go and 
fetch It for me and rushing forward, drove all before 
him, and made hi$ way into the town on one side, while 
M de Lescure, together with Stofflet, a gamekeeper, 
another of the chiefs, made their entrance on the other 
side M de Lescure was wounded in the arm, and on 
the sight of his blood the peasants gave back, and would 
have fled, had not Stofflet threatened to shoot the first 
who turned, and in the meantime M de Lescure, tying up 
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his arm with a handkerchief, declared it was nothing, and 
led them onwards 

The city was entirely in their hands, and their thankful 
delight was excessive , but they only displayed it by ring- 
ing the bells, singing the Te Dewn^ and paradmg the 
streets Henn was almost out of his senses with exulta- 
tion , but at last he fell mto a reverie, as he stood, with 
his arms folded, gazing on the mighty citadel which had 
yielded to efforts such as theirs His fnends roused him 
from his dream by their remarks, and he replied, I am 
reflecting on our success, and am confounded ” 

They now resolved to elect a general-in-chief, and 
M de Lescure was the first to propose Cathelmeau, the 
pedlar, who had first come forward in the cause It was a 
wondrous thing when the nobles, the gentry, and expen- 
enced officers who had served in the regular army, aH will- 
ingly placed themselves under the command of die simple 
untrained peasant, without a thought of selfishness or of 
jealousy Hor did Cathehneau himself show any trace of 
pnde, or lose his complete humility of mind or manner , 
but by each word and deed he fully proved how wise had 
been their judgment, and well earned the title given him 
by the peasants of the “ Saint of Anjou ” 

It was now that their hopes were highest, they were 
more numerous and better armed than they had ever been 
before, and they e\en talked of a march to Pans to “fetch 
their little king, and have him crowned at ChoUet,’^ the 
chief town of La Vendee But mart3rrdom, the highest 
glory to be obtained on this earth, was already shedding 
Its brightness round those devoted men whp were counted 
worthy to suffer, and it was in a higher and a purer world 
that they were to meet their royal chfld 

Cathelmeau turned towards Nantes, leaving Henn de 
la Rochejaquelem, to his great vexation, to defend Saumur 
with a party of peasants But he found it impossible to 
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prevent these poor men from returning to their homes , 
they did not understand the importance of garrison 
duty, and gradually departed, leaving their commander 
alone with a few officers, with whom he used to go 
through the town at night, shouting out, “ Long live the 
king ' ’’ at the places where there ought to have been 
sentinels At last, when his followers were reduced to 
eight, he left the town, and, rejoicing to be once more in 
the open field, overtook his friends at Angers, where they 
had just rescued a great number of clergy who had been 
imprisoned there, and daily threatened with death “ Do 
not thank us,” said the peasants to the liberated priests , 
“ It IS for you that we fight If we had not saved you, we 
should not have ventured to return home Since you are 
freed, we see plainly that the good God is on our side ’’ 
But the tide was now about to turn The Govern- 
ment in Pans sent a far stronger force into the Bocage, 
and desolated it in a cruel manner Clisson was burnt 
to the giound with the very fireworks which had been 
prepared for the christening of its master^s eldest child, 
and which had not been used because of the sorrow- 
ful days when she was bom M de Lescure had long 
expected its destruction, but had not chosen to remove 
the furniture, lest he should discourage the peasants His 
family were with the army, where alone there was now 
any safety for the weak and helpless At Nantes the 
attack was unsuccessful, and Cathelineau himself received 
a wound of which he died in a few days, rejoicing at having 
been permitted to shed his blood m such a cause 
The army, of which M d^Elb^e became the leader, 
now returned to Poitou, and gained a great victory at 
Chatillon , but here many of them forgot the mercy they 
had usually shown, and, enraged by the sight of their 
burnt cottages, wasted fields, and murdered relatives, they 
feil upon the prisoners and began to slaughter them 
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M de Lescure, commg in haste, called out to them to 
desist ‘^No, no,” cried M deMangny, “let me slay 
these monsters who have burnt your castle” “Then, 
Marigny,” said his cousin, “ you must fight with me You 
are too cruel, you will perish by the sword” And he 
saved these unhappy men for the time , but they were put 
to death on their way to their own army 

The cruelties of the Republicans occasioned a pro- 
clamation on the part of the Royahsts that they would 
make repnsals , but they could never bnng themseh es to 
act upon It When M de Lescure took Parthenay, he 
said to the inhabitants, “ It is well for you that it is I who 
have taken your town, for, according to our proclamation, 

I ought to burn it , but, as you would think it an act of 
private revenge for the burning of Clisson, I spare you ” 

Though occasional successes stiU maintamed the hopes 
of the Vendeens, misfortimes and defeats now became 
frequent , they were unable to save their country from the 
devastations of the enemy, and disappointments began to 
thm the numbers of the soldiers Henn, while fighting m 
a hollow road, was struck in the nght hand by a ball, 
w^hich broke his thumb m three places He continued to 
direct his men, but they were at length dri\ en back from 
their post He was obliged to leave the army for some 
days , and though he soon appeared again at the head 
of the men of St Aubin, he never recovered the use of 
his hand. 

Shortly after, both d’Elbee and Bonchamp were despe- 
rately wounded , and M de Lescure, while waving his fol- 
lowers on to attack a Republican post, received a baE m 
the head The en^my pressed on the broken and defeated 
army with overwhelming force, and the few remainmg 
chiefs resolved to cross the Loire and take refuge in Bnt- 
tany It was much against the opinion of M de Lescure , 
but, in his feeble and suffering state, he could not make 
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himself heard, nor could Henrfs representations prevail , 
the peasants, in terror and dismay, were hastening across 
as fast as they could obtain boats to carry them The 
enemy was near at hand, and Stofdet, Marigny, and the 
other chiefs were only deliberating whether they should 
not kill the prisoners whom they could not take with them, 
and, if set at liberty, would only add to the numbers oif 
their pursuers The order for their death had been given , 
but, before it could be executed, M de Lescure had raised 
his head to exclaim, " It is too homble f ’’ and M de 
Bonchamp at the same moment said, almost with his last 
breath, “ Spare them * ” The officers who stood by rushed 
to the generals, crying out that Bonchamp commanded 
that they should be pardoned They were set at liberty , 
and thus the two Vend^en chiefs avenged their deaths 
by saving five thousand of their enemies ^ 

M de Bonchamp expired immediately after, but M de 
Lescure had still much to suffer in the long and painful 
passage across the river, and afterwards, while earned 
along the rough roads to Varades m an arm-chair upon 
two pikes, his wife and her maid supporting his feet The 
Bretons received them kindly, and gave him a small 
room, where, the next day, he sent for the rest of the 
coimcil, telling them they ought to choose a new general, 
since M d’Elbee was missing They answered that he 
himself alone could be commander Gentlemen,” he 
answered I am mortally wounded , and even if I am to 
live, which I do not expect, I shall be long unfit to serve. 
The army must instantly have an active chief, loved by 
all, known to the peasants, trusted by every one It is the 
only way of saving us M de la Rochejaquelein alone is 
known to the soldiers of all the divisions M de Don- 
nissan, my father-m-law, does not belong to this part of 
the country, and would not be as readily followed The 
choice I propose would encourage the soldiers, and I 
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entreat you to choose M de la Rochejaquelem As to me, 
if I live, you know I shall not quarrel with Henn , I shall 
be his aide-de-camp ’’ 

His advice was readily followed, Henn was chosen , but 
when a second in command was to be elected, he said no, 
he was second, for he should always obey M de Donnissan, 
and entreated that the honour might not be given to him, 
saying that at twenty years of age he had neither weight 
nor expenence, that his valour led him to be first in battle, 
but in council his youth prevented him from being at- 
tended to, and, indeed, after giving his opinion, he usuall> 
fell asleep while others were debating He was, however, 
elected , and as soon as M de Lescme heard the shouts of 
joy with which the peasants received the intelligence, he 
sent Madame de Lescure to bnng him to his bedside She 
found him hidden in a comer, w^^eeping bitterly, and when 
he came to his cousin, he embraced him saying earnestly, 
again and again, that he was not fit to be general, he only 
knew how to fight, he was too young and could never 
silence those who opposed his designs, and entreated him 
to take the command as soon as he was cured " That 
I do not expect,” said M de Lescure , “ but if it should 
happen, I will be >our aide-de-camp, and help you to 
conquer the sh3mess which prevents your strength of 
character from silencing the murmurers and the am- 
bitious ” 

Henn accordmgl) took the command , but it was a 
melancholy office that devolved upon him of draggmg 
onward his broken and dejected peasants, half starved, 
half clothed, and followed by a wretched train of women, 
children, and wounded , a sad change from the bright 
hopes with which, not six months before, he had been 
called to the head of his tenants Yet still his high 
courage gained some triumphs, which for a time revived 
the spirits of his forces and restored their confidence 
Y 
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He w^s active and undaunted, and it was about this time, 
when m pursuit of the Blues, he was attacked by a foot- 
soldier when alone in a narrow lane His right hand was 
useless, but he seized the man’s collar with his left, and 
hdd him fast, managing his hoi sc with his legs till his 
men came up He would not allow them to kill the 
soldier, but set him fiee, saying, Return to the Repub- 
licans, and tell them that you were alone with the general 
of the brigands, who had but one hand and no weapons, 
yet you could not kill him” Brigands was the name 
given by the Republicans, the true robbeis, to the Royalists, 
who, m fact, by this tune, owing to the wildlife they had so 
long led, had acquned a somewhat rude and savage 
appearance They wore grey cloth coats and tiouseis, 
broad hats, white sashes with knots of diffeient colours to 
mark the rank of the officers, and red woollen handker- 
chiefs These were made in the countiy, and were at hrst 
chiefly worn by Henii, who usually had one round his 
neck, another round his waist, and a third to support his 
wounded hand , but the other officers having heard the 
Blues cry out to aim at the red handkerchief, themselves 
adopted the same badge, in order that he might be less 
conspicuous 

In the meantime a few da>s’ rest at Laval had at first 
so alleviated the suffeimgs of M de Lescure, that hopes 
were entertained ot his recover} , but he ventuied on 
greater exertions of stiength than he was able to beai, 
and fever returned, which had weakened him greatly 
before It became necessar> to travel onwaids Eaily in 
the morning, a day or two before then depaituie, he called 
to his wife, who was lying on a mattie&s on the flooi, and 
desned her to open the curtains, asking as she did so, if it 
was a clear day Yes,” said she Then,’ he answered, 
have a sort of veil bcfoie my eyes, I cannot see 
distinctly , I always thought my wound was mortal, and 
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iio*v I no longci doubt My deai, I must leave you, 
that IS my only legiet, except that I could not restore 
my king to the thioue, I leave you m the midst of a 
civil vvai, that is what afSicts me Try to save your- 
self Disguise youiself, and attempt to reach England ” 
i hen seeing hei choked with tears, he continued Yes, 
>oui guef alone makes me regict life , for my own pait, I 
die tianquil , 1 have indeed sinned, but I have always 
served God with piety , I have fought, and I die for Him, 
and I hope in His mercy I have often seen death, and I 
do not fear it I go to heaven with a sure trust, I giiev e 
but for you , I hoped to hav e made you happy , if I evei 
have given you any reason to complain, forgive me’^ 
Finding her grief beyond all consolation, he allowed hei 
to call the surgeons, saying that it was possible he might 
be mistaken They gave some hope, which cheered her 
spirits, though he still said he did not believe them The 
next day they left Laval , and on the way, while the 
carnage was stopping, a person came to the door and 
read the details of the execution of Mane Antoinette, 
which Madame de Lescure had kept fiom his knowledge 
It was a great shock to him, fo he had known the queen 
pcibonally, and thioughout the day he weaned himself w ith 
exclamations on the honible cimic That night at Ern4e 
he leceivcd the Siciaia^ni-, and at the same time became 
speechless, a d cj^ld , he I oldmg his wife’s hand and 
looking sometimes a" nei, sorieam^s toward heaven 
Bat the cruel enem \ eic ebse behind, and tncie was no 
rest on earth even for tlie dying 'Madanic de Lescure 
implored her friends to leav c them behind , but they told 
her she would be exposed to a tiightfui death, and that 
his body would fall into the enemy’s hands , and she was 
forced to consent to his lemoval Hei mother and her 
other fnends would not permit her to remain m the 
carriage with him , she was placed on horseback, and her 
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maid and the surgeon were with him An hour after, on 
the 3rd of November, he died, but his wife did not know 
her loss till the evening when they arrived at Fougeres , 
for though the surgeon left the carriage on his death, the 
maid, feaimg the effect which the knowledge might have 
upon her in the midst of her journev, remained foi seven 
hours in the carriage by his side, during two of which she 
was in a fainting fit 

When Madame de Lescuie and Henri de la Roche- 
jaqueiem met the next morning, they sat for a quarter of 
an hour without speaking, and weeping bitterly At last 
she said, “ You have lost your best friend,’’ and he replied, 
“ Take my life, if it could restore him ” 

Scarcely anything can be imagined more miseiable than 
the condition of the army, or more tenible than the 
situation of the young general, who felt himself responsi- 
ble for Its safety, and was compelled daily to see its suffer- 
ings and find his plans thwarted by the obstinacy and 
folly of the other officers, crushed by an overwhelm- 
ing force, knowing that there was no quarter from which 
help could come, yet still struggling on m fulfilment of 
his sad duty The hopes and expectations which had 
filled his heart a few months back had long passed away , 
nothing was around him but misery, nothing before him 
but desolation , but still he never failed in courage, m 
mildness, in confidence m Heaven 

At Mans he met with a hornble defeat , at first, indeed, 
with a small part> he broke the columns of the enemy, 
but fresh men were constantly brought up, and his pea- 
sants gave way and retreated, their officers following them 
He tried to lead them back through the hedges, and if he 
had succeeded, would surely have gained the victory 
Thiee times with two other officers he dashed into the 
midst of the Blues , but the broken, dispirited peasants 
would not follow him, not one would even turn to fire 
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a shot At last, m leaping a hedge, his saddle turned, and 
he fell, without indeed being hurt, but the sight of his fall 
added to the terror of the miserable Vend^ens He 
struggled long and desperately thiough the long night 
that followed to defend the gates of the town, but with 
the light of irorning the enemj percened his wealcness 
and effected their cntiance Fis follo\\ers had in the 
meantime gradually retired into the counti} bevond, but 
those who could not escape fell pre> to the cruelty of 
the Republicans “ I thought > ou had perished,” said 
]\Iadame de Lescuie, when he o\ertook her “Would 
that I had,” was his answer 

He nov’’ resolved to recross the Lone and return to his 
native Bocage, where the well-known woods would afford 
better piotection to his follow^ers It v\as at Craon, on 
their route to the river, that Madame de Lescure saw him 
for the last time as he rallied his men, who had been 
ternfied by a false alarm 

She did not return to La Vendee, but, with her mother, 
was sheltered by the peasants of Brittany throughout the 
winter and spring until they found means to leave the 
country 

Tho Vendeens reached the Loire at Ancenis, but they 
were only able to find tw 0 s nail boats to carry them over 
On the other side however, were four great ferrv-boats 
loaded with hay , and Henri, with Stofiiet, three other 
officers, and eighteen soldiers crossed the nver in their 
t^o boats, intending to take possession of them, send 
them back for the ’-est of the army, and in the meantime 
protect the passage from the Blues on the Vendeen side 
Unfortunately, however, he had scarcely crossed before 
the pui suers came down upon his troops, drove them 
back from Ancenis, and entirely prevented them from 
attempting the passage, while at the same time Henri 
and his companions were attacked and forced from the 



A BOOK OF 


326 

tiver by a body of Republicans on their side A last 
resistance was attempted by the retreating Vend4ens at 
Savenay, where they fought nobly but in vain , four 
thousand were shot on the field of battle, the chiefs were 
made prisoners and earned to Nantes or Angers, where 
they were guillotmed, and a few who succeeded in escaping 
found shelter among the Bretons, or one by one found 
their way back to La Vend4e M de Donnissan was 
amongst those who were guillotined, and M d’Elb4e, who 
was seized shortly after, was shot with his wife 

Henn, with his few companions, when driven from the 
banks of the Loire, dismissed the eighteen soldiers, whose 
number would onl> have attracted attention without being 
sufficient for protection , but the five chiefs crossed the 
fields and wandered through the country without meeting 
a single inhabitant— all the houses were buint down, and 
the few remaining peasants hidden in the woods At lastj 
after four-and-twenty hours’ walking, they came to an 
inhabited farm, where they laid down to sleep on the 
straw The next moment the farmer came to tell them 
the Blues were coming , but they weie so worn out with 
fatigue, that they would not move The Blues were hap- 
pily, also, very tired, and, without making any search, laid 
down on the other side of the heap of straw, and also fell 
asleep Before daylight the Vend4ens ro^e and set out 
again, walking miles and mdes m the midst of desolation, 
until, after several days, they came to Henrf s own village 
of St Aubm, where he sought out his aunt, who was in 
concealment there, and ren|ained with hei for thiee days, 
utterly overwhelmed with grief at his fatal separation from 
his army, and only longing for an opportunity of giving 
his life in the good cause 

Beyond all his hopes, the peasants no sooner heard 
his name, than once more they rallied round the white 
standard, as determmed as ever not to yield to the revolu- 
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liorai-} government , and the beginning of the >ear 1794 
found him once more at the head of a considerable foicc, 
encamped in the forest of Vesms, guarding the \illage» 
around from the cruelties of the Blues He was no^v 
doubly beloved and trusted b;- the followers who had 
proved h^s v\o th, and v\ho even vet looked forward to 
tiiumphs beneath his brave guidance , but u was noL so 
w ith him, he had learnt the lesson of disappointmei "■, 
and though always active and cheeifu^, his mind w'^s 
made up, and the onlv hope he cherisned was of incc ' ^ 
the death of a soldier His heat, quaneis vere in tn^ 
midst of a forest, where one of the Repubherm ofiicus, 
who was made pnso’^er, was much su’^piiscd to hnci the 
much dreaded chieftain of the Rovalists In mg in a hut 
formed of boughs of trees dressed almost like a pLasai t, 
and vvith his ?’-m still in a sling Ihis person was ^hot, 
because he was found to be commissioned to prom’se 
paidon to the peasants, and aftei wards to massacre them , 
but Henri had not learnt cruel y fiom his peisecutor*?, 
and his last words were of forgiveness 
It was on Ash Wednesda} th^t he had repulsed an 
attack of the enem>, and h^d almost driven them out of 
the wood, when perceiving tvo soldiers hiding behind a 
hcdLC, he s^-opped crjing out, “Sunender, I spare >ou ’ 
As he spoke one of them le\ oiled his musket, fired, and 
stretched him dead on the giound without a groan 
Stofiiet coming up the next moment, killed the muiderer 
with one stroke of bs sword , but the remaining soldier 
v^ as spaied out of regaid to the last v^^ords of the general 
The Vei deens wept bitterl), but there was no time to 
indulge their sorrow, for the enemy were returning upon 
them , and, to save their chieftain’s corpse from insult, 
they hastily dvig a grave, m which they placed both 
bodies, and retreated as the Blues came up to occupy 
the ground The Republicans sought for the spot, but 
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It was preserved from their knowledge , and the high- 
spmted, pure-hearted Henn de la Rochejaquelein sleeps 
beside his enemy in the midst of the woodlands where 
he won for himself eternal honour His name is still 
loved beyond all others , the Vendeens seldom pronounce 
it without touching their hats, and it is the highest glory 
of many a family that one of then number has served 
under Monsieur Henn 

StofHet succeeded to the command, and carried on the 
war with gieat skill and courage for another year, though 
with barbanties such as had never been permitted by the 
gentlemen , but his career was stained by the death of 
Maiigny, whom, by false accusations, he was induced to 
sentence to be shot Maiigny showed great couiage and 
resignation, himself giving the word to fire — ^perhaps at 
that moment remembering the warning of M de Lescure 
Stofflet repented bitterly, and never ceased to lament his 
death He was at length made prisoner, and shot, with his 
last words declanng his devotion to his king and his faith 

Thus ends the tale of the Vendeen ^ar, undertaken in 
the best of causes, for the honour of God and His Church, 
and the rescue of one of the most innocent of kings, by 
men whose saintly characters and dauntless courage have 
seldom been surpassed by martyrs or heroes of any age 
It closed with blood, with fire, with miseries almost un- 
equalled , yet who would dare to say that the lives of 
Cathehneau, Bonchamp, Lescure, La Rochejaquelein, 
with their hundreds of brave and pious followers, were 
devoted in vain ^ Who could wish to see their brightness 
dimmed with earthly rewards ? 

And though the powers of evil were permitted to pre- 
vail on earth, yet what could their utmost tnumph effect 
against the faithful, but to make for them, m the words of 
the child king for whom they fought, one of those thorny 
paths that lead to glory ^ 
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THE FAITHFUL SLAVES OF HAITI 

1793 

Mournful as are m general the annals of slavery, yet 
even this cloud is not without its silver lining , and noble 
deeds of fidelity and self-devotion are on lecord even 
fioTi those \\hom their masters ha\e been accustomed to 
look on as so degraded as to be incapable of more- than 
an animal species of loyalty 
The French are not in general bad slave-masters Ex- 
citement does mdeed stir their Keltic blood into a state 
in which they will perpetrate homble ferocities , but in 
ordinary life their instinct of courtesy and amiability 
makes them perhaps the least obnoxious of all nations to 
those whom they believe their inferiors, whether in the 
bondage of conquest 01 of slavery 
No doubt, howe\er, there was a fearful arrear of ivrongs 
in the beautiful West Indian island of Hispaniola, or St 
Domingo, as it was called when it was shaied between 
France and Spam, with the boundary between them of a 
n\er, now known by the portentous name of Massacre. 
One of the most fertile of all the lovely isles whose aspect 
had enchanted their discoverer, St Domingo was a region 
of rapid wealth to the French Creoles, who lived at ease, 
and full of luxury and enjoyment, on their rich planta 
tions of sugar, cotton, and coffee, and, often men of high 
birth, fill ther formed, in right of their white skins, a jealous 
aristocracy, holding their heads high above the dark 
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population below them, alike of free mulattoes of mixed 
descent and of negro slaves Little were they prepared 
for the deciee of the French National Convention, which 
at one sweep levelled all distinctions — placing the black 
and brown of every tint on an equality with the whites 
The consequence was that the tricoloured cockade was 
trampled on by the indignant Creoles, who refused obe- 
dience to the decree of the mother country, and pro- 
ceeded to elect a General Assembly of their own , while 
the aggrieved ^mulattoes collected on their side in armed 
bodies for the defence of their newly-granted privileges 
In the midst a more terrible enemy arose The slaves, 
with the notes of freedom ringing in their ears, rose m a 
body, and began to bum the plantations and to massacie 
the whites Fugitives came rushing into Capetown, the 
capital, from all quarters , and at each plantation reached 
by the insurgents, the slaves, even if previously contented, 
were gathered into the flood of savagery, and joined in 
the war of extermination In less than two months, 2,000 
white persons, of all lanks, sexes, and ages, had perished, 
480 sugar plantations, and 900 coffee, mdigo, and cotton 
settlements had been destroyed With the horrors and the 
bloodshed of those days, however, we are not concerned, 
nor need we trace the fnghtful and protracted war that 
finally established negro supremacy over the island that 
now bears the name of Haiti It is with the bright spots 
m the dark picture that we are to deal 
Count de Lopmot, an old officer m the army, who had 
settled %\ith his wife upon the island, had been so uniformly 
kind to his slaves, that their heaits were with him , they 
rose for the protection of him and his family, and when 
the way of escape was open, entreated him to take them all 
with him, to live and die in his service The place chosen 
for his retreat was the Enghsh island of Tiinidad, where 
lie obtained from Government a grant of waste land 
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among the mountains, to be selected by himself The 
centre of Trinidad is so mountainous, as to be still uncul- 
tivated and unsettled, and the count vi as forced to take 
with him his bodyguard of faithful negroes, to cut a 
passage for him through the tropical forest 
The spot he selected was beautifully situated, fertile, 
and well watered , but the best road he could make to it 
was so rugged as to be unfit for the transpoit of sugar, 
and he therefore laid it out for cocoa — ^upon a design 
peculiar to himself The outline of his grounds repre- 
sented a gigantic French general ofhcei, epaulettes and 
all, upon whose prostiate form were ranged cocoa plants, 
at about fifteen or twenty feet apart, each about the size 
of a goosebeny-bush , and at intervals, the forest tree, 
known by the negroes as Cocoa-Mammy, because it is 
supposed to shade, nourish, and even gather dew for the 
cocoa plants under its cliaige It is fiom sixty to eighty 
feet high, and bears brilliant flame-coloured blossoms so 
that the hills of Trinidad seem all m a bhze in its flower- 
ing season To this cunousl> -planned estate the grateful 
count gave the surname of La Reconnaissance, and on 
the first day when he brought his countess, and installed 
the negro families m thtir new abodes, he celebrated a 
solemn thanksgiving So much was he beloved, that 
twenty yeais after his death the negroes of La Recon- 
naissance still kept a holiday m his memory 
These negroes were lo\al m a body, but on another 
estate m St Domingo there w^as a single lo>al exception, 
a genuine African, not born on the estate, but brought 
thither by the slave trade The whole of his master^s family 
were massacred, excepting two little boys, of five and 
three years old, whom he contrived to hide, and afterwards 
to escape with to the coast, where he put them onboard 
ship, and succeeded in conveying them to Carolina 
Happily, in those days, slavery was apparently on the 
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decline, even m the Southern States, ard free negioes 
were allowed to be at large m the streets of Charleston, 
so that the faithful man was able to maintain the childien 
by his labour , and not only th s, but to fulfil his earnest 
purpose of educating them consistently with their parents’ 
station in life He placed them at a good boarding-school, 
and, while living a hard and frugal life himself, gave them 
each a dollar a week for pocket-money 

The elder of the two went to sea, rose to be captain of a 
merchant-ship, and mained a Spanish heiress in Cuba, 
when, on settling upon her estate, he at once sent for his 
good old guaidian, built him a house, and made him an 
overseer, giving him, in memory of old times, a dollai 
every week for pocket-money, and treating him with great 
affection The old man lived to a great age, and, on his 
death, his master was surprised to find that, though a 
devout Christian, and an intelligent man, he still woie 
round his neck a little African amulet, which no doubt his 
affectionate spirit retained as the only memory of his 
native land 

Another negro, named Eustache, who was born in 1773, 
on the sugar plantation of Monsieur Belm de Villeneuve, 
m the northern part of the island, had been always 
a remarkably intelligent man, though entirely ignorant, 
and not even able to read When the bloody attacks on 
the houses of the whites took place he is said, by his 
timely warnings and ingenious contnvances, to have at 
different times saved the lives of no less than 400 white 
persons without betraying the negroes , and, lastly, he was 
enabled to place his master safely on board an American 
vessel with a sufficient cargo of sugar to secure him from 
destitution Eustache himself embarked at the same time, 
considering himself as st’li M Belin’s slave as completely 
as though they were still on the plantation On the 
voyage the vessel was captured by an English pnvateer , 
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but, while all the Amencans and French were put under 
hatches, tue negro was left at large to profit by the liberty 
the English sailors fancied they had conferred upon him 
They were a drunken, undisciplined set, and while they 
were carousing Eustache played all sorts of antics for their 
amusement, until they were so completely off their guard, 
that he succeeded m releasing and arming the prisoners 
and carrying off the piize, with the English as pnsoners 
in their turn, safe into the roads of Baltimore He there 
hired himself out to work, and applied all his earnings to 
the assistance of the many ruined French from St Do- 
mingo, who had taken refuge there After a time it was 
supposed that the Fiencli power w^as re-established in the 
island, and M Belin ventured back, with a number of his 
fnends, m hopes of recovering his property , but he found 
himself in greater danger than ever The town of Fort 
Dauphin was occupied by the Spaniards, and 30,000 
negroes, commanded by a black called Jean Fran^ais, 
were encamped on the heights near the town, and 
massacred every Frenchman the> encountered The 
Spaniards gave the unhappy French no arms nor as- 
sistance, and M Belin fled for his hfe to the sea-shore, 
pursued by a party of blacks He saw a Spanish guard 
befoie him, and, throw mg off his coat, ran m among them, 
giving his name to the officer A Spanish uniform was 
thrown over him, and he was sa-ved 

Eustache had been separated from his master in the 
crowd, and, uncertain whether he were still alive, resolved 
at least to save his property He actually persuaded Jean 
Fran^ais’ wife to let him hide some boxes of 'valuables 
under her bed, by telling her that, if his master had been 
massacred, they w^ould belong to himself , and then, going 
to the place of slaughter, examined all the corpses, but 
happily in vain After much inquiry, he discovered M 
Belin, and succeeded m getting both him and his property 
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on board ship, and bringing all safely a second time to 
Baltimore 

M Belm afterwaids resided at Port au Prince, where he 
became piesidcnt of the council Eustache continued in 
his service as attached and devoted as ever, and after 
a time observing that he was distressed by the increasing 
dimness of his eyesight, this devoted slave went secietly 
at four o’clock every moinmg to get himself taught to 
read, oveicame all difficulties, and, when he thought 
himself pel feet in the art, came to his master with a book, 
and thenceforth kept the old man occupied and amused 

M Behn took caie to emancipate his faithful servant 
before his death, and left him a considerable legacy, 
which he regarded as a trust foi his master’s distressed 
countrymen, and spent fiom day to day in acts of benefi- 
cence, gaming his own livelihood by hiring himself out as 
a cook at grear diiineis, for he was admnable in that line, 
and obtained constant employment In 1831 he was still 
alive, and was sought out to icceive the prize for which 
ten years before M Monthyon had left an endowment, to 
serve as an acknowledgment of the noblest action that 
could each year be discovered Eustache’s exertions were 
then made knovvn, and m the words of the discourse 
made on that occasion, his dady deeds were thus described 
^ Every moment some new instance of his incorrigible 
geneiosity comes to light Sometimes it is poor children 
whom he has put out to nuise, or others whose appi entice 
fee he has paid Soim times he bm s tools or agrjcuhuial 
implements for w^oikmcu without means Heic, relations 
of hzs mastei obtain fiom hun large sums which they vill 
not restoifc and that he wiU ne\ ex demand , there he is left 
unpaid by peisons who have employed him and whom he 
does not press because they have fallen into misfortune, and 
he respects distress ” When he found, to ins great surpnse, 
how much his doings were admired, he answered one of 
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the committee who ha 4 sought him out, Indeed, sir, I 
am not doing this for men, but for the Master above ” 

Eustache was not the only negro who received a prize 
of viitue” In 1848 the French liberated all the slaves 
in their various colonies, without having given sufficient 
time for prepaiation The blacks made instant use of 
then freedom by deserting their masteis and setting up 
little huts for themselves with gardens, where the tropical 
climate enabled them to glow all their wants required with- 
out any need for exertion This was, of course, rum to the 
owners of the large plantations hitherto entirely dependent 
on slave labour Among those thus deserted was one in 
French Guiana, named La Parterre, and belonging to 
a lady, a widow with a laige family Out of seventy 
negro slaves, not one remamed on the estate except Paul 
Dunez, who had become a sort of foreman, and who 
promised his mistress that he would do his utmost for her 
He tned at first to obtam some hired labour , but not 
succeeding, he tried to keep as much as possible undei 
cultivation, though he had no one to help him but his wife 
and young sons The great difficulty was in keeping up 
theMykes which fence out the coast from the sea on that 
low, marshy coast of northern South America, a sort ot 
tropical Holland Da} aftei day was Paul Hbounng at 
the d>kes, and at every spring tide he would watch for two 
or three nights together, so za to be rtadv to repair any 
bleach m the emoankment Thib wcit on foi thirty-two 
months, and v\as labour fieely given without hue, for 
faithful loyalty’s sake , but at last the equinoctial tide^ of 
1851 were too much for Paul s single arm, he could not be 
at every bieach at once, and the plantation was all laid 
under water ^ 

To work he set again to repair the damage as best he 
might, and the government at Cayenne, heanng of his 
exertions, resolved to assign to him a pnze which had been 
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founded for the most mentonous labourer in the colony , 
namely, the sum of 600 francs and admission for his son 
mto the college at the capital But Paul's whole devotion 
was still for his mistress Her son, not his o\vn, was sent 
to the college, and the 600 francs were expended m fitting 
the boy out as became the former circumstances of his 
family, on whose service Paul continued to spend himself 
The next year his name was sent up to Pans, and the 
first pnze of virtue was decreed to him for his long course 
of self-denymg exertions 
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THE PETITIONERS FOR PARDON 
1720 AND ABOUT 180S 

No one in our own country has deserved warmer or more 
loving esteem than Helen Walker, the Scottish maiden, 
who, though she would not utter a word of untruth to save 
her sister from being sentenced to death, yet came on foot 
from Edmburgh to London, made her way to the ENuke of 
Argyle, and being introduced by him, by her entreaties 
obtained that sister’s pardon from Queen Carohne, who 
was acting as Regent m the absence of George 11 It is 
hard to say which was the most glonous, the God-fearmg 
truth that strengthened this peasant-girl to nsk a life so 
dear to her, or the trustful courage and perseverance that 
earned her through a journe>, which in the early part of 
the eighteenth century was both tedious and full of danger , 
and it IS satisfactory to know that her after-hfe, though 
simple and homely, by no means w^as imworthy of the 
high excellence of her youth Her sister, Tibbie, for 
whom she had done so much, manned and left her, and 
she lived on to be remembered by her neighbours as a 
religious, quiet old w’-oman, gaming her living by knitting 
new feet to old stockings, teaching little children, and keep- 
ing chickens Her neighbours respected her, and called 
her a lofty body ” They used to tell that in a thunder- 
storm, she used to move herself with her work and her 
Bible to the front of the house, sa>mg that the Almighty 
could smite as well in the city as in the field Sir Walter 
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Scott made her the model of the most beautiful character 
he ever drew, and afterwards placed a monument to her 
honour in her own village church 

In the beginning of this century, a girl younger than 
Helen Walker was impelled to a journey beside vhich 
that from Edinburgh to London seems only like a summei 
st»*oll, and her motive was in like manner deep affection, 
love truly stronger than death As Helen Walker served to 
suggest the Jeame Deans of the Heait of Mid-Lothian,” 
so Prascovia Lopouloff was the oiigin of Elizabeth, the 
heroine of Madame Cottin^s ‘‘Exiles of Siberia,’* but m 
both cases the leal facts have been a good deal altered in 
the tales, and we may doubt whether the Russian lady 
appears to so much advantage, when dressed up by the 
f reach authoress, as does the Scottish lassie m the hands 
of her countryman 

Prascovia was the daughter of a captain in the Russian 
army, who for some unknown reason had undergone 
the sentence of exile to Sibeha, from the capricious and 
insane Czar Paul I The Russian government, being 
despotic, is naturally inclined to be suspicious, and it 
has long been the custom to send off persons supposed 
to be dangeious to the state, to live m the intensely cold 
and remote district of Siberia. Actual criminals aie 
marched off in chains, and kept working in the mines , 
but political offenders are permitted to live with their 
families, have a weekly sum allowed for their support, and 
when it IS insufficient, can eke it out by any form of laboui 
they prefer, whether by hunting, or by such farming as 
the climate will allow 

The miseries of the exiles have been much mitigated m 
these later times, many more comforts are permitted them, 
and though closely watched, and suffering ftom many 
annoying regulations, those of higher rank receive a suf- 
ficient sum out of their own revenues to enable them to 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


S39 


live in tolerable ease and without actual drudgery , and 
at Tobolsk, the capnal of Sibena, there is a highly 
educated and accomphshed society of banished Poles and 
of Russians ^^ho ha\e incurred suspicion 
Under the Czars who re gned before the kind-hearted 
Alexander I , the banishment was far more terrible It 
was not oni) the being absent from home and friends, but 
it was a fall from all the luxunes of cn ihzed life to the 
utmost poverty, and that m a climate of feariul se\enty, 
with a wunter lasting nine months, and the sun unseen 
for many weeks of that time Captain Lopoulolf was 
condemned for life, was placed in the -village of Ischim, 
far to the north of Tobolsk, and only obtained an allowance 
of ten kopeks a day His wife, and their little girl of about 
three years old, accompanied him, and the former adapted 
herself patiently to her situation, working hard at the 
common donjestic cares for which she had been used to 
trust to servants , and as the little Praseo^ia grew older, 
she not only helped her mother, but gamed employment 
m the village, going out to assist m the late and scanty rye 
harvest, and obtaining a small bundle of the r>e as her 
wages She w as \ ery happ v, e\ en m this wild dreary home, 
amid all the deep sno%v$, iron frosts, and long darkness, 
until she was nearl> fifteen, w^hen she began to understand 
how wretched her father was m his banishment He had 
sent a petition to the Governor of Siberia, m the charge 
of an officer, who had piomised to represent hiS case 
strongly, and the watching for the answ^er, and continued 
disappointment, whenever a courier amved from Tobolsk, 
rendered him so restless, that he no longer tried to put on 
a cheerful countenance before his daughter, but openly 
lamented his hard fate,m seeing her grooving np untaught 
and working with her hands like the meanest serf 
*His despair awoke Prascovia from her childish enjoy- 
ments* She daily prayed that fie might be brought home 
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and comforted, and, as she said herself, it one day darted 
into her mind like a flash of lightning, just as she finished 
saying her prayers, that she might go to Petersburg and 
obtain his pardon Long did she dwell upon the thought, 
going alone among the pme-trees to dream over it, and to 
pray that grace and strength might be given her for this great 
work— this exceeding bliss of restoring her father to his 
home Still she durst not mention the project , it seemed 
so impossible, that it died away upon her lips whenever 
she tned to ask her fathef s permission, till at last she set 
herself a time, at which nothing should prevent her from 
speaking The day came, she went out among the 
whispering pines, and again prayed for strength to make 
her proposal, and that her father might be led to listen to 
It favourably But prayers are not always soon answered 
Her father listened to her plan in silence, then called out 
to his wife “ Here is a fine patroness ’ Our daughter is 
gomg off to Petersburg to speak for us to the Emperor,’* 
and he related all the scheme that had been laid before 
him, with such a throbbing heart, m a tone of amuse^ 
ment 

<‘She ought to be attending to her work instead of 
talking nonsense,” said the wife , and when poor Pras» 
covia, more mortified at derision than by anger, began to 
cry bitterly, her mother held out a cloth to her, sajnng in 
a kind, half-coaxmg tone, " Here, my dear, dust the table 
for dinner, and then you may set off to Petersburg at 
your ease” 

Still day after day Prascovia returned to the charge, 
entreating that her scheme might at least be considered, 
till her father grew displeased, and severely foibade her to 
mention it again She abstamed , but for three whole 
years she never failed to add to her daily prayers a petition 
that his consent might be gained During this time her 
mother had a long and senous illness, and Prascovia*s 



GOLDEN DEEDS 341 

care^ as both nurse and housewife, gave her father and 
mother such confidence in her, that they no longer re- 
garded her as a child , and when she again ventured to 
brmg her plan before them, the> did not laugh at her, 
but besought her not to leave them in their dechnmg 
years to expose herself to danger on so wild a project. 
She ansv^ered by tears, but she could not la> it aside 
Another difficulty was, that without a passport she 
would have been immediatel> sent back to Ischim, and 
so many petitions from her father had been disregarded, 
that there was little chance that an> paper sent by him to 
Tobolsk would be attended to Ho\\e\er, she found one 
of their fellow-exiles who drew up a request in due form 
for a passport for her, and after six months more of waiU 
mg the answer arrived She was not herself a prisoner, 
she could leave Sibena whenever she pleased, and the 
passport was inclosed for her Her father, however, 
seized upon it, and locked it up, declaring that he had 
only allowed the application to go in the certainty that it 
would be refused, and that nothing should induce him to 
let a girl of eighteen depart alone for such a journey 
Prascovia still persevered, and her disappointment 
worked upon her mother to promise not to prevent her 
from going, provided her father consented , and at last he 
yielded " What shall we do with this child ^ ” he said 
" we shall have to let her go ” Still he said, ‘‘ Do you 
thmk, poor child, that you can speak to the Emperor as 
you speak to your father in Siberia? Sentinels guard 
every entrance to his palace, and >ou will never pass the 
threshold Poor even to beggary, without clothes or in- 
troductions, how could you appear, and who will deign to 
present you ^ ” However, Prascovia trusted that the same 
Providence that had brought her the passport would 
smooth other difficulties , she had boundless confidence 
m the Power to whom she had committed herself, and 
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htx own earnest will made obstacles seem as nothing 
That her undertaking should not be disobedient was all 
she desired And at length the consent was won, and the 
8th of September fixed foi her day of depaiture 
At dawn she was dressed, with a little bag over her 
sJiouldei, and her father was trying to make her take the 
whole family store of wealth, one silver rouble, though, 
as she truly said, this was not enough to take her to 
Petersburg, and might do some good at home, and she 
only took it at last when he laid his strict commands on 
her Two of the pooiest of the exiles tried to force on 
her all the money they had — thiit> copper kopeks and a 
silver twenty-kopek piece , and though she refused these, 
she affectionately promised that the kind givers should 
share in any favour she should obtain 
When the first sunbeam shone into the loom, there was, 
accoiding to the beautiful old Russian custom, a short, 
solemn silence, for private prayer foi the tr<*veHer Then, 
after a few words, also customary, of indifferent conversa- 
tion^j there was a last embrace, and Prascovia, kneeling 
down, received her parents’ blessing, rose up, and set her 
face upon her way— a girl of nineteen, with a single rouble 
in her pocket, to walk through vast expanses of forest, and 
make her way to the presence of her sovereign 
The two poor exiles did their utmost for her by escort- 
ing her as far as they were allowed to go from Ischim, 
and they did not leave her till she had joined a party of 
girls on their way to one of the villages she had to pass 
Once they had a fnght from some half-tipsy lads , but 
they shook them off, and reached the village, where Pras- 
covia was known and hospitably lodged for the night 
She was much tired m the morning, and when she first 
set forth on her way, the sense of terror at her loneliness 
was almost too much for her, till she thought of the angel 
who succoured Hagar, and took courage, but she had 
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mistaken the road, and by-and-by found herself at the 
last village she had passed the night before Indeed, 
she often lost her way, and when she asked the road 
to Petersburg, she was only laughed at She knew the 
names of no nearer places in the way, but fancied that the 
sacred town of Kief, where the Russian power had hrst 
begun, was on the route , so, if people did not know which 
was the road to Petersburg, she would ask for Kief One 
day, wnen she came to a place where three roads branched 
off, she asked some travellers m a carnage that passed 
her, which of them led to Kief “ Whichever >ou please,” 
they answered, laughing, "one leads as much as the 
other either to Kief, Pans, or Rome” She chose the 
middle one, which was fortunately the right, but she was 
never able to give any exact account of the course she 
had taken, for she confused the names of the tillages 
she passed, and only remembered certain incidents that 
had impiessed themselves on her memory In the lessci 
hamlets she was usually kindly received in the first cot- 
tage where she asked for shelter , but m larger places, 
With houses of a supenor order, she was often treated as 
a suspicious-iookmg vagabond. For instance, when not 
far from a place called Kamomcheff, she was caught m 
a furious storm at the end of a long day’s inarch She 
burned on in hopes of reaching the nearest houses , but 
a tree was blown down just before her, and she thought 
It safer to hasten into a thicket, the close bushes of 
which sheltered her a httle against the wind Daikness 
came on before the storm abated enough for her to ven- 
ture out, and there she stayed, without daring to move, 
though the ram at length made its way through the 
branches, and soaked her to the skm At dawn, she 
dragged herself to the road, and was there offered a 
place m a cart dnven by a peasant, who set her down in 
the middle of the village at about eight o^clock m the 
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moming She fell down while getting out, and her clothes 
were not only wet through with the night’s drenching, 
but covered with mire, she was spent with cold and 
hunger, and felt herself such a deploiable object, that the 
neatness of the houses filled her with alarm She, how- 
ever, ventured to approach an open window, where she 
saw a woman shelling peas, and begged to be allowed to 
rest and dry herself, but the woman surveyed her scorn- 
fully, and ordered her off, and she met with no better 
welcome at any other house At one, where she sat down 
at the door, the mistress diove her off, saying that she 
haiboured neither thieves nor \agabonds “At least,” 
thought the poor wanderer, “ they cannot hunt me from 
the church , ” but she found the door locked, and when 
she sat down on its stone steps, the village boys came 
round her, hooting at her, and calling her a thief and 
runaway , and thus she remained for two whole hours, 
ready to die with cold and hunger, but inwardly praying 
for strength to bear this ternble trial 
At last, however, a kinder iPoman came up through the 
rude little mob, and spoke to her in a gentle manner 
Prascovia told w^hat a terrible night she had spent in the 
wood, and the starost, or village magistrate, examined her 
passport, and found that it answered for her character 
1 he good woman offered to take her home, but on trying 
to rise, she found her limbs so stiff that she could not 
move , she had lost one of her shoes, and her feet were 
terribly swollen , indeed, she never entirely recovered the 
effects 0 ^"’ that dreadful night of exposure The villagers 
were shocked at their own mhospitality, they fetched 
a cart and lodged her safely with the good woman, with 
whom sue remained several days, and when she was again 
able to proceed, one of the villagers gave her a pair of 
boots She was often obliged to rest for a day or two, 
according to the state of her strength, the weather, or the 
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reception she met with, and she al^vays endeavoured to 
requite the hospitality she received by little services, such 
as sweeping, washing, or sewng for her hosts She found 
it wiser not to begin by telling her story, or people took 
her for an impostor, she generally began by begging for 
a moisel of food , then, if she met with a kind answer, she 
would talk of her weariness and obtain leave to rest, and 
when she w as a little moi e at home w ith the people of the 
house, would tell them her story , and when, if nothing 
else would do, she was in urgent need, the sight of her 
passport seemed attention to her from the pett> authori- 
ties, since she was there described as the daughter of a 
captain m the army But she always said that she did 
not, comparatively, often meet with rebuffs, whilst the 
acts of kindness she had received were beyond counting 
** People fancy,” she used aftenvards to say, “that my 
journey was most disastrous, because I tell the troubles 
and adventures that befel me, and pass over the kind 
welcomes I received, because nobody cares to hear 
them ” 

Once she had a terrible fright She had been refused 
an entrance at ail the houses in a village street, when an 
old man, who had been very short and sharp m his 
rejection, came and called her back She did not like 
his looks, but there was no help for it, and she turned 
back with him His wife looked even more repulsive than 
himself, and no sooner had they entered the miserable 
one-roomed cottage, than she shut the door and fastened 
It with strong bolts, so that the only light m the place 
came from oak slips which were set on fire and stuck into 
a hole m the wall By their flicker Prascovia thought she 
saw the old people staring at her most unpleasantly, and 
presently they asked her where she came from 

“ From Ischim I am going to Petersburg ” 

“ And you have plenty of money for the journey '5* ” 
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Only eighty copper-kopeks no-ft,” said Prascovia, very 
glad just then to have no more 

“Thafs a he/’ shouted the old woman , “ people don’t 
go that distance without money ” 

She vainly declared it was all she had , they did not 
believe her, and she could hardly keep back her tears of 
indignation and terror At last they gave her a few po- 
tatoes to eat, and told her to lie down on the great brick 
stove, the wide ledges of which are the favourite sleeping 
places of the poorer Russians She laid aside hei upper 
garments, and with them her pockets and her pack, hoping 
withm herself that the smallness of the sum might at least 
make her not worth murdering , then prating with all 
her might, she lay down As soon as they thought hei 
asleep, they began whispenng 

She must have more money,” they said, ‘‘she certainly 
has notes ” 

“ I saw a string round her neck ” sa^d the old woman, 
‘‘and a little bag hanging to it The money must be 
there ” 

Then after some lower murmurs, they said, “No one 
saw her come m here She is not known to be still m 
the village ” 

And next the horrified girl saw the old woman climbing 
up the stove She again declared that she had no money, 
and entreated for her hfe, but the woman made no 
answer, only pulled the bag from off her neck^ and felt 
her clothes all over, even takmg off her boots, and open- 
ing her hands, while the man held the light , but, at last, 
finding nothing in the hag but the passport, they left her 
alone, and lay down themselves She lay trembling for a 
good while, but at last she knew by their breathing that 
they were both asleep, and she, too, fell into a slumber, 
from which she did not waken till the old woman roused 
her at broad daylight. There was a plentiful breakfast of 
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peasant fare prepared for her, and both spoke to her much 
more kin^y, asking her questions, m reply to which she 
told them part of her story They seemed interested, 
and assured her that they had only searched her because 
they thought she might be a dishonest wanderer, but 
that she would find that they were far from being robbers 
themselves Prascovia was heartii> glad to iea\e their 
house , but when she ventured to look into her litile store, 
she found that her eighty kopecks had become 120 She 
always fuUy beheved that these people had had the worst 
intentions, and thanked God for having turned then 
hearts Her other greatest alarm was one moinmg, when 
she had set out from her mghPs lodging befo’-e an\ one 
was up, and all the village dogs flew at her Running 
and striking with her stick only made them more funous, 
and one of them was tearing at the bottom of her gown, 
when she flung herself on her face, r€coinmcnding her 
soul to God, as she felt a cold nose upon her neck, but 
the beast was only smellmg her, she was not even once 
bitten, and a peasant passmg by drove them off 
Winter began to come on, and an eight da^ s’ snow-storm 
forced her to stop till it was over , but when she wanted to 
set off again, the peasants declared that to travel on foot 
alone in the snow would be certain death even to the 
strongest men, for the wind raises the drifts, and makes the 
way undistmguishable, and they detained her till the arrival 
of a convoy of sledges, which were taking provisions to 
Ekatherinenbnrgfor the Christmas feasts The drivers, on 
learning her story, offered her a seat m a sledge, but her 
garments were not adapted for winter travelling, and 
though they covered her with one of the wrappers of thesr 
goods, on the fourth day, when they arrived at the 
kharstina, or solitary posting-station, the intense cold had 
so affected her, that she was obliged to be lifted from the 
sledge, with one cheek frost-Utt^ The good earners 
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rubbed it with saow, and took every possible care of her , 
but they said it was impossible to take her on without a 
sheepskin pelisse, since otherwise her death from the 
increasing cold was certain She cried bitterly at the 
thought of missing this excellent escort, and on the other 
hand, the people of the kharstina would not keep her 
The carriers then agreed to club together to buy her a 
sheepskin, but none could be had , no one at the station 
would spare theirs, as they were in a lonely place, and 
could not easily get another Though the carriers even 
offered a sum beyond the cost to the maid of the inn, if 
she would part with hers, she still refused , but at last an 
expedient was found “ Let us lend her our pelisses by 
turns,” said one of the earners “ Or rather, let her always 
wear mine, and we will change about every verst ” To 
this all agreed , Prascovia was well wrapped up in one of 
the sheepskin pelisses, whose owner rolled himself m the 
wrapper, curled his feet under him, and sung at the top of 
his lungs Every verst-stone there was a shifting of sheep- 
skins, and there was much memment over the changes, 
while ail the way Prascovia^s silent prayers arose, that 
these kmd men's health might suffer no injury from the 
cold to which they thus exposed themselves 
At the mn at which they put up at Ekathermenburg, 
the hostess told Prascovia the names of the most chantable 
persons m the town, and so especially praised a certain 
Madame Milm, that Prascovia resolved to apply to heir 
the next day for advice how to proceed further First, as 
It was Sunday, however, she went to church Her worn 
travelhng dress, as well as her fervent devotion, attracted 
attention, and as she came out, a lady asked her who she 
was Prascovia gave her name, and further requested to be 
directed where to find Madame Milin, whose benevolence 
was everywhere talked of " I am afraid/' said the lady, 
**that this Madame Milin^s beneficence is a good deal 
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exaggerated, but come with me, and I will take care of 
you ^ 

Pascovia did not much like this way of speakmg , but 
the stranger pointed to Madame Mihn’s door, saying 
that if she were rejected there, she must return to her 
Without answering, Prascovia asked the servants whether 
Madame Milin were at home, and onlv when they looked 
at their mistress in amazement, did she discover that she 
had been talking to Madame Milin herself all the time 

This good lady kept her as a guest all the rest of the 
winter, and strove to remedy the effects of the severe cold 
she had caught on the night of the tempest At the same 
time, she taught Prascovia many of the common matters 
of education becoming her station Captain Lopouloff 
and his wife had been either afraid to teach their daughter 
anything that would recall their former condition in life, 
or else had become too dispirited and indifferent for the 
exertion, and Prascovia had so entirely forgotten all she 
had known before her father^s banishment, that she had to 
learn to read and wnte over again She could never speak 
of Madame Milin’s kindness without tears, but the comfort 
and ease m which she ndw lived, made her all the more 
distressed at the thought of her parents toiling alone among 
the privations of their snowy wilderness Madame Milm, 
however, would not allow her to leave Ekathennenburg till 
the spnng, and then took a place for her m a barge upon 
the nver Khama, a confluent of the Volga , and put her 
under the care of a man who was going to Nishm 
Novgorod, with a cargo of iron and salt 

Unfortunately this person fell sick, and was obliged to 
be left behind at a little village on the banks of the Khama, 
and Prascovia was again left unprotected In ascending 
the Volga, the barge was towed along by horses on the 
bank, and m a short sharp storm, the boatmen, m endea- 
vourmg to keep the barge from runnmg against the bank^ 
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pushed Prascovia and two other passengeis overboard 
with a heavy oar They were instantly lesciied, but 
there was no pnvacy in the barge, and as Prascovia could 
not bear to undress herself in public, her wet clothes 
increased the former injury to her health Madame Milm, 
trusting to the person to whom she had confided hei 
young friend, to forward her on from Novgorod, hid given 
her no introductions to any one there, nor any diiections 
how to proceed, and the poor girl was thus again cast 
upon the world alone, though, thanks to her kind fiiend, 
with rather more both in her purse and m her bundle 
than when she had left Ischim , but, on the other hand, 
with a far clearer knowledge of the difficulties that lay 
before her, and a much greater dread of cities 
The bargemen set her ashore at the foot of a bridge at 
the usual landing-place She saw a chuich on a nsing 
ground before her, and, according to her usual custom, 
she went up to pray there before going to seek a lodging 
The building was empty, but behind a grating she heaid 
the voices of women at their evening devotions It was 
a nunnery, and these female tones refreshed and en- 
couraged her If God grants my prayers,” she thought, 
I shall hide myself under such a veil as theirs, for I 
shall have nothing to do but to thank and praise Him*” 
After the service, she Imgeied near the convent, dreading 
to expose herself to the rude remarks she might meet at 
an mn, and at last, reproaching herself for this failure in 
her trust, she returned into the church to renew her prayers 
for faith and courage One of the nuns who had remained 
theie told her it was time to close the doenrs, and Prascovia 
ventured to tell her of her repugnance to enter an inn 
alone, and to beg for a night’s shelter in the convent 
The sister replied that they did not receive travellers, but 
that the abbess might gave her some assistance Pras- 
covia showed her purse, an^^ explained that the kind friends 
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at Ekathennenbmg had placed her abo\e want, and that 
all she needed was a nighf s lodging, and the nun, pleased 
with her manner, took her to the abbess Her artless 
story, supposed by her passport, and by Madame Milin’s 
letters, filled the good sisterhood with excitement and 
delight, the abbess made her sleep in her own room, and 
finding how se\ erely she was suffering from the effects of 
her fall into the Volga, insisted on her remaining a few 
days to lest Before those few da;ys weie o\er, Piascoiia 
was seized \\ ith so dangerous an illness that the ph\ sicians 
themselves despaired of her life , but e\ en at the w orst 
she never gave herself up , do not belie\ e hour is 
come,” she said “ I hope God will allow me to finish my 
w ork ” And she did recover, though so slowly that all the 
summer passed by before she could continue her journey, 
and then she was too weak for rough posting vehicles, 
and could only wait among the nuns for the roads to be 
fit for sledges 

At last she set oif again for Moscow m a covered 
sledge, %\nth a letter from the abbess to a lad}, w^ho sent 
her on again to Petersburg, under the care of a merchant, 

with a letter to the Princess de T , and thus at length 

she arnved at the end of her journey, eighteen months 
after she had set off from Ischim with her rouble and her 
staff The merchant took her to his own house, but 
before he had found out the Pnneess, he was obliged to 
go to Riga, and his wife, though courteous and hospitable, 
did not exert herself to forward the cause of her guest 
She tried to find one of the ladies to whom she had been 
recommended, but the house was on the other side of the 
Neva, and as it was now February, the ice was m so 
unsafe a state that no one was allow^ed to pass A xnsitor 
at the merchant’s advised her to get a petition to the 
Senate drawn up, begging for a revision of her father’s 
trial, and offered to get it drawn up for her Accordingly, 
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day after day, for a whole fortnight, did the poor girl stand 
on the steps of the Senate-house, holding out her peti- 
tion to every one whom she fancied to be a senator, and 
being sometimes roughly spoken to, sometimes waved 
aside, sometimes offered a small com as a beggar, but 
never attended to Holy Week^came on, and Prascovia’s 
devotions and supplications were addressed entirely to 
her God On Easter-day, that day of universal joy, 
she was unusually hopeful , she vent out with her hostess 
in the carriage, and told her that she felt a ceitamty that 
another time she should meet with success 

“I would trouble myself no moie with senates and 
senators," said the lady “ It is just as well worth while 
as It would be to offer >our petition to yonder iron man," 
pointing to the famous statue of Peter the Great 

“ Well," said Prascovia, God is Almighty, ^d if He 
would, He could make that iron man stoop and take my 
petition ” 

The lady laughed carelessly , but as they were looking 
at the statue, she observed that the bndge of boats 
over the Neva was restored, and offered to take Pras- 
covia at once to leave her letter with Mde de L — - 
They found this lady at home, and already prepaied to 
expect her, she received her most kindly, and looked at 
the petition, which she found so ignorantly framed and 
addressed, that it was no wonder that it had not been 
attended to. She said that she had a relation high in 
office m the Senate who could have helped Prascovia, but 
that unfortunately they were not on good terms 

Easter-day, however, is the happy occasion when, in 
the Greek Church, all reconciliations made Families 
make a pomt of meetmg with the glorious greeting, 
Christ IS nsen,” and the response, “ He is risen indeed , ” 
aEnd the kiss exchanged at these glad tidings seals general 
pardon for all the bickerings of the year And while 
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Prascovia was at dinner with her friends, this \ery gen- 
tleman came in, with the accustomed words, and, without 
further delay, she was introduced to him, and her cir- 
cumstances explained He took great interest in her, but 
assured her that applications to the Senate were useless , 
for even if she should prevail to have the trial revised, 
It would be a tedious and protracted affair, and \er> 
uncertain , so that it would be far better to irust to the 
kind disposition of the Czar Alexander himself 

Prascovia went back to the merchanfs greatK encou- 
raged, and declaring that, after all, she owed something 
to the statue of Peter the Great, for but for him ihev 
might not have observed that the Neva w as open * The 
merchant^ himself now returned from Riga, and was con- 
cerned at finding her affaiis no forwarder He took her 

rt once to the Pnncess de T , a \eiy old lad>, who 

received her kindly, and let her remam in her house , but 
it was full of grand company and card-playing, and the 
Pnncess herself was sp aged and infirm, that she, as well 
as all her guests, forgot all about the young stranger, who, 
with a heart pining with hope deferred, meekly mo\ed 
about the house — finding that every opening of promise 
led only tp disappointment Still she recollected that 
she had been advised to present a request to M V , 
one of the Secretanes of the Empress Mary, widow of the 
last, and mother of the present Czar With this, she 
went to his house He had heard of her, but fancMng 
hers a common case of poverty, had put out fifty 
roubles to be given to her He was not at home when 
she called , bnt his wife saw her, was delighted with her, 
drew from her the whole history of her perseverance m 

her father’s cause, and kept her to see M V He, 

too, was warmly interested, and going at once to the 
Empress-mother, who was one of the most gentle and 
chantable women m the world, he brought back her 
A. A 
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orders that she should be piesented to tl e Empiess that 
very evening 

Poor child, she turned pale, and her eyes filled with 
tears at this sudden biightenmg of hope Instead of 

thanking M V , her fiist exclamation was, ‘^My God, 

not m vain have I put my trust m Thee Then kissing 

Mme V 's hands, she cried, “You, you alone can 

make my thanks acceptable to the good man who is 
saving my father ^ ” 

She nevei disturbed herself as to her dress, or any 
matter of court etiquette her simple heart was wrapped 
up m Its one strong purpose Mme V merely ar- 

ranged the dress she had on, and sent her off with the 
Secretary When she really saw the palace before her, 
she said, “ Oh, if my father could see me, how glad he 
would be My God, finish Thy work ’ ” 

The Empress Mary was a tendei -hearted woman of the 
simplest manners She received Prascovia m her private 
room, and listened most kindly to her story , then praised 
her self-devotion and filial love, and promised to speak in 
her behalf td the Emperor— giving her 300 roubles for her 
present needs Prascovia was so much overcome by her 

kindness, that when afterwards Mme V- asked how 

she had sped m her interview, she could only weep for 
gladness 

Tw^o days after, the Empress-mother herself took her to 
a private audience of the Emperor himself and his wife, 
the Empress Elizabeth No particulars are given of this 
meeting, except that Prascovia was most graciously re- 
ceived, and that she came away with a gift of 5,000 
roubles, and the promise that her -father’s trial should be 
at once revised 

And now all the persons who had scarcely attended to 
Prascovia vied with each other in making much of her 
they admired her face, found out that she had the stamp 
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of high 'birth, and invited her to their drawing-rooms 
She was as quiet and unmoved as ever , she ne\er thought 
of herself, nor of the effect she produced, but went on m 
her simplicity, enjoying all that was kindly meant Two 
ladies took her to see the state apartments of the Im» 
penal palace When they pomted to the throne, she 
stopped short, exclaiming, “ Is that the throne ^ Then 
that is what I dreaded so much m Siberia * ” And as all 
her past hopes and fears, her dangers and terrors, rushed 
on her, she clasped her hands, and exclaiming, “The 
Empeior^s throne ^ ” she almost fainted Then she begged 
leave to draw near, and, kneeling down, she kissed the 
steps, of which she had so often dreamt as the term of 
her labours, and she exclaimed aloud, “ Father, father ^ 
see whither the Divme Power has led nie^ My God, 
bless this throne — bless him who sits on it — ^make him as 
happy as he is making me * ” The ladies could hardl) get 
her awa> from it, and she was so much exhausted by the 
strength of her feelings, that she could not continue her 
course of sight-seeing all that day 
She did not forget the two fellow-exiles who had been 
so kind to her , she mentioned them to every one, but was 
always advised not to encumber her suit for her father by 
mentioning them However, \vhen, after some delay, she 
received notice that a ukase had been issued for her 
father’s pardon, and w^as further told that His Majest> 
wished to know if she had anything to ask for herself, 
she replied, that he would overwhelm her with his fa\ ours 
if he would extend the same mercy that he had granted to 
her father to these two poor oM banished gentlemen , and 
the Emperor, struck by this absence of all selfishness, 
readily pardoned them for their offence, which had been 
of a political nature, and many years old 

Prasco\ia had always intended to dedicate herself as 
a nun, believing that this would be her fullest thank- 
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offering for her father’s pardon, and her heart was dia f n 
towards the convent at Nishni, where she had been so 
tenderly nursed during her illness First, howevei, she 
went to Kief, the place where the first Christian teaching 
m Russia had begun, and where the tombs of St Olga, 
the pious queen, and Vladimir, the destroyei of idols, 
were objects of pilgrimage There she took the monastic 
vows, a step which seems surprising in so dutiful a 
daughter, without her parents’ consent , but she seems to 
have thought that only thus could her thankfulness be 
evinced, and to have supposed herself fulfilling the vows 
she had made m her distress From Kief, she returned 
to Nishni, where she hoped to meet her parents She had 
reckoned that about the time of her arrival they might be 
on their way back from Sibena, and as soon as she met 
the abbess, she eagerly asked if there were no tidings of 
them “ Excellent tidings,” said the abbess I will tell 
>ou m my rooms” Prascovia followed her in silence 
until they reached the reception-room, and there stood 
her father and mother ^ Their first impulse on seeing the 
daughter who had done so much for them, was to fall on 
their knees , but she cned out with dismay, and herself 
kneeling, exclaimed, « What are you doing ^ It is God, 
God only, who worked for us Thanks be^to His pro- 
vidence for the wonders He has wrought m our favour ” 
For one week the parents and child were happy to- 
gether , but then Captain Lopouloff and his wife were 
forced to proceed on their journey The rest of Prascovia’s 
life was one long declme, her health had been fatally in- 
jured by the sufifenngs that she had undergone, and 
though she lived some years, and saw her parents again, 
she was gently fading away all the time She made one 
visit to Petersburg, and one of those who saw her there 
descnbed her as having a fine oval face, extremely black 
eyes, an open brow, and a remarkable calmness of ex- 
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pression, though with a melancholy smile It is curious 
that Scott has made this open-browed serenit> of ex- 
pression a characteristic of his Jeanie Deans 
Prascovia’b illness ended suddenly on the 9th of Decem- 
ber, 1809 She had been in church on that same morn- 
ing, and was lying on her bed, with the sisters talking 
round her, when the> observed that they were tiring her 
They went away for one of their hours of pra>er, leading 
one, who began to chant the devotions aloud, but Pras- 
covia begged her to read instead of singing, as the \ oice 
disturbed her prayers Still she did not complain, and 
they left her at night without alarm, but m the morning 
they found her in her last long sleep, her hands foiming 
the sign of the cross 
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THE CHILDREN OF BLENTARN GHYLL 
1807 

Blentarn Ghyll is tLe name of a little narrow gorge in 
those Westmoreland mountains, called Langdale Pikes, 
at whose feet lie the lovely green \ale and lake of Gras- 
mere The lake is fed by mountain streamlets, called in 
the north becks One ofjthese becks comes down another 
beautiful valley called Easedale, sheltered by mountains 
and gieen with grass, as smooth and soft as on a lawm, 
from being cropped short by the sheep, which can be 
turned out here earlier in the sprmg than on the other 
mountain-sides At one end, Easedale opens on the 
village of Grasmere, at the other is a steep ascent, leading 
to a Dare stony ravine, shut m on all sides by high 
mountains, and with no outlet except the rough descent 
into Easedale, and likewise a dangerous winding path 
about six miles over the mountains to Langdale Head 
This lonely ravine is called Far Easedale, and^at the 
upper end there formerly stood a cottage named Blentam 
Ghyll Ghyll means a cleft worn m the rock by water , 
and just above the cottage there is such a cleft, opening 
from a basin in the rock that must once have been a tarn, 
or mountain lakelet, but the pool is now dry, and for 
want of the living eye of sparkling water, it is termed 
Blentam or Blind pool 

The cottage was the dwelling of an honest old soldier 
named George Green, who had taken the little mountain 
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farm, and mamed an active, bustling woman, who kept her 
home in great cider, and regularly sent her children, 
tidily dressed, to school at Grasmere whenever the 
weather did not make the long wild mountain v\alk im- 
possible for them 

It was m the winter of the year 1807 that there was an 
auction of furniture at a farm house at Langdale Head 
These sales are great occasions among the people of these 
hills , every one attends them for a considerable distance 
round, and there is much friendly hospitality, much 
business of all sorts transacted, and many meetings of 
old friends, who scarcely ever see each other at other 
tunes To this gathering George and Sarah Green set off 
early in the forenoon of a bnght winter day, leaving their 
cottage and six little ones in the charge of the eldest 
sister, a girl of nine years old, named Agnes, for the> had 
neither indoor nor outdoor servant, and no neighbour 
nearer than Grasmere 

Little Agnes was, however, a remarkably steady and 
careful child, and all went well through the day, but 
towards night the mist settled down heavily upon the 
hills, and the heavy sighing in the air told that a storm 
was working up , the children watched anxiously for their 
parents, but the fog cut off their view, flakes of snow 
began to fall, and darkness closed m early on them 

Agnes gave the others their supper of milk and oatmeal 
porridge, and they sat down waiting and watching, and 
fancying they heard sounds in the hills , but the clock 
struck one hour after another, and no step was on the 
threshold, no hand at the latch, no voice at the door, only 
the white silent flakes fell thicker and thicker, and began 
to close up the door, and come in white clinging wreaths 
through the crevices of the windows Agnes tned to 
cheer the others up, but there was a dread on them all, 
and they could not bear to move away from the peat fire 
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on the hearth, round which they were nestled She put 
the two youngest, who were twins, to bed in their cradle, 
and sat on with the others, two boys and another girl, 
named Catherine, till the clock struck twelve, when she 
heard them one by one say their prayers, and doing the 
same herself, lay down to rest, trusting to her Heavenly 
Father’s care 

The morning came, and no father and mother, only 
the snow falling thicker than ever, and almost blocking 
them in , but still Agnes did not lose hope , she thought 
her father and mother might have taken shelter at night 
in some bieid^ as she would have termed a sheepfold, or 
that the snow might have prevented them from setting 
out at all, and they might come home by Grasmere in die 
morning She cheered herself up, and dressed the others, 
made them say their prayers, and gave them their break- 
fast, lecoliectmg as she saw the lessening stores that her 
mother must know how little was provided fo^ them, and 
be as anxious to get home as they were to see her there 
She longed to go down to Grasmere to inquire , but the 
communication was entirely cut off by the snow, for the 
beck was, in the winter, too wide for a child to leap, and 
too rapid to be waded, and the crazy wooden bndge that 
crossed it had so large a hole m it, that, when concealed with 
snow, it was nOt safe to attempt the passage She said after- 
wards that she could not help bemg terrified at the lone- 
liness and desolateness, but that she recollected that at 
least if she could not get out, no bad men could get m to 
hurt them , and she set herself resolutely to comfort and 
help the lesser creatures who depended on her She 
thought over all that could be done for the present, and 
first wound up the clock, a friend that she could not allow 
to be silent , next «he took all the remaining milk and 
scalded it, to prevent it turning sour , then she looked into 
the meal chest, and made some porndge for bieakfast^ 
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but the store was so low that she was foiced to put ail 
except the babies upon short allowance , but to reconcile 
the others to this, she made cakes of a small hoax'd of 
flour, and baked them on the hearth It was snowing so 
fast that she feared that the way to the peat stack would 
be blocked up, and therefore her next work was, with the 
help of the two boys, to pull down as much fuel as would 
last for a week, and carry it m-doors , and she examined 
the potatoes laid up in bracken leaves, but fanc>ing that 
if she brought them in, the warmth of the cottage would 
spoil them, she only took enough for a smgle meal lik- 
ing the cow was the next office performed by this orderly 
little maid, but the poor thing was half starved and had 
little to give Agnes saw that more hay must be gu en to 
her, and calling the boys, scrambled with them into the 
loft, and began to pull down the hay , but this was severe 
work for such young children, and darkness came on m the 
midst, frightening the two little fellows, so that it required 
all the sister’s steady resolution and perseverance to finish 
supplying the poor cow with even that night’s supper and 
bed Supper-time came, and after it the motherly child 
undressed the twins and found voice to smg them to sleep, 
after which she joined the huddle of the other three, 
nestled on the hearth, and hour after hour they listened 
for the dear voices, till they fancied they'llbard sounds on 
the howling blast, held their breath, and then as it died 
away, were conscious of the silence of the lull So fierce 
was the snow-drift that Agnes had to guard the door and 
wmdow from admitting long wreaths of it, and protect the 
fire from being put out as it came hissing down the 
chimney Again her watch lasted till midnight^ and no 
parents, no help came , again she went to bed, and aw^oke 
to find the snow falling thicker than ever, and hope failing 
within her Her fond, active mother, her strong, bra\e 
father, a noted climber, would surely long ago have found 
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the way home to their children had all been well with 
them Agnes descnbed herself as getting through this 
third lonely dayby keepmg her little flock together on the 
hearth, and making them say their prayers aloud by turns 

By ^e following morning the snow was over, and the 
wind had changed, so sweeping away the drifts, that 
though the treacherous bridge might not be attempted, 
a low stone wall had been exposed, which these little 
mountaineers knew would serve as a guide into Grasmeie, 
by a circuit, which wouM avoid crossing the brook It 
would be needful to force some gaps, that is, to push down 
the loose stones of the uncemented stone walls that 
divided the fields, and the little boys car with Agnes to 
help her in this as far as the ndge of the hill, but the way 
was long and unsafe for small children, and Agnes sent 
them back, while she made her way alone, a frail little 
being in the vast slopes of snow, to the house neaiest 
m Grasmere 

She knocked at the door and was made kindly welcome, 
but no sooner did she ask for her father and mother than 
smiles turned to looks of pity and dismay In half an hour 
the news that George and Sarah Green were missing had 
spread through the valley, and sixty strong men had met 
at Kirktown, tl^ hamlet close to the pansh church, to 
seek for them ||the last that was known of them was, 
that after the auction, some of their fnends had advised 
them not to try the dangerous path so late , but when 
they had gone no one knew Some of the people of 
I^ngdale likewise had heard wild shneks at midnight on 
the night after the sale, but had fancied them merely the 
moans of the wind 

One day after another the search continued, but still in 
vain. The neighbouis patiently gave up their work day 
after day to turn over the deep snow around the path from 
Langdale, but for three — or some say fxve-^days no trace 
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ot them was found At last dogs were used, and guided 
the seekers far away from the path, until a loud shout 
from the top of a steep precipice told that the lost was 
found There lay Sarah Green, wrapped m her husband^s 
great-coat, of couise quite dead, and at the foot of the 
rock his body was found, m a posture that seemed to show 
that he had been killed by the fail without a struggle. 
The neighbours thought that the nust and snow must 
have bewildered them till thej had wandered thus far m 
the darkness, and that George had been making a few 
steps forward to make out the road when the fall took 
place, but that his wife had very possibly been uncon- 
scious of his fall, and stood still where he had left her, 
uttering those sad cries that had been so little regarded 
at Langdale, until she was unable to move and w^as 
benumbed by the sleep of cold Those who knew them 
best, thought that the poor woman’s grief and terror for her 
lonely little ones had probably so overpowered her as to 
disturb her husband’s coolness and presence of mind, and 
that if he had been alone, he would probably have easily 
saved himself The brave little girl keepmgherpatientwatch 
and guard over the five younger ones, and setting out on 
her lonely way through the snow, must have had more of 
the spirit of her soldier-father than of ho^other It w^s 
to Dorothy Wordsworth, the sister of tSPpoet, that little 
Agnes was persuaded to tell the history of this calm, 
resolute, trustful waiting time, which, simple as it is, we 
think our readers mil own as truly worthy to be counted 
among Golden Deeds The father and mother were 
buried on a lovely spnng day at St Oswald’s Church- 
yard at Kirktown, and Wordsw^orth wrote— 

Now do these sternly featared hills 
Look gently on this grave, 

And quiet now the denths of air 
As sea without a wave 
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But deeper lies the heart of peace, 

In quiet more profound , 

The heart of quietness is here, 

Withm this church }»ard bound 

* And from all agony of mmd 
It keeps them safe, and far 
Fiom fear, and grief, and fiom all need 
Of sun or gulfing star ” 

After the funeral, the farm folk of the neighbouihood 
were all pressing forward to beg to adopt one or other of 
the little orphans The twins were kept together, Cathe- 
rine was taken by the Wordsworth family, Agnes and her 
brothers found separate but comfortable homes among 
their parents’ friends Help came pounng in Queen 
Charlotte and her daughters were greatly touched by 
the mountain child’s tender motherliness, and sent a 
handsome donation for the benefit of the orphans, and 
so many subscriptions were offered, that at last Miss 
Wordsworth declmed receiving any more, lest the children 
should be injured by having too much wealth for the 
station to which they were gi owing up 
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AGOSTINA OF ZARAGOZA 
1808 

One of the most unjustifiable acts of Napoleon’s grasping 
policy was the manner in which he entrapped the poor, 
foolish, weak Spanish royal family into his poi^ver, and 
then kept them in captivity, and gave their kingdom to 
his brother Joseph The whole Spanish people 'were 
roused to resistance by this atrocious transfer, and the 
whole of the peasantry rose as one man to repel this 
shameful aggression A long course of bad government 
had done much to destroy the vigour of the nation, and 
as soldiers in the open field they were utterly w'orthless , 
but still there were high quahties of patience and perse- 
verance among them, and these were never more fully 
shown than in their defence of Zaragoza, the ancient 
capital of the kingdom of Aragon 
This city stands m an open plain, covered with olive- 
grounds, and closed m by high mountains About a mile 
to the south-west of the city was some high ground called 
the Torrero, upon which stood a convent, and close beside 
the city flowed the Ebro, crossed by two bridges, one of 
which was made of wood, and said to be the most beau- 
tiful specimen of the kmd of fabnc in Europe. The watet 
IS of a dirty red, but grows clear when it has stood long 
enough, and is then excellent to dnnk There were no 
regular fortifications, only a bnck wadi, ten or twelve feet 
high, and three feet thick, and often encroached upon by 
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houses Part of it was, however, of old Roman workman- 
ship, having been built under Augustus, by whom the 
town was called Caesarea Augusta, a name since corrupted 
into Zaragoza (both z s pronounced as softly as possible) 
Four of the twelve gates were in this old wall, which was 
so well built as to put to shame all the modern buildings 
and their bad bricks These were the material of even 
the churches and convents, all alike with the houses, and 
so bad was the construction that there were cracks in 
most of the buildings from top to bottom The houses 
were generally three stones high, the streets very narrow 
and crooked, except one wide and long one, called some- 
times the Calle Santa, sometimes the Cozo Zaragoza was 
highly esteemed as the first seat of Christianity in Spain , 
indeed, legend declared that St James the Great had 
preached there, and had beheld a vision of the blessed 
Virgin, standing upon a marble pillar, and bidding him 
there build a church in honour of her The pillar was the 
great object of veneration m Aragon, and there was a 
double cathedral, with service performed alternately in the 
two parts So much venerated was our Lady of the Pillar, 
that Pilar became a girl’s name in the surrounding 
country, and this was the centre of pilgnmages to the 
Aragonese, as St James’s shnne at Compostella was to 
the Castilians As is well said by Southey, in the fiery 
Inal of the Zaragozans, “the dross and tinsd of their faith 
disappeared, and its pure gold remained’’ The inhabit- 
ants appeared, like most Spaniards since the blight of 
Philip II ’s policy had fallen on them, dull, apathetic 
beings, too proud and indolent for exertion, the men 
smoking cigantos at their doors, the women only coming 
out With black silk mantillas over their heads to go to 
church The French on first seizmg it, ^ith the rest of 
Spam, thought it the dullest place they had ever ^et 
ente'^ed, and greatlv despised the inhabitants. 
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General Lefebvre Desnouettes was sent to quiet the 
insurrection against the French in Aragon , and on the 
13th and 14th of June, 1808, he easily routed the bodies 
of Spaniards who tiied to oppose him The fl>mg 
Spanish troops were pursued into Zaragoza by the French 
cavalry, but here the inhabitants were able from their 
houses to drive back the enemy Don Jose Palafox, a 
Spanish nobleman, who had been equerry to the King, 
took the command of the garrison, who were only 220 
soldiers, and endeavoured to arm the inhabitants, about 
60,000 m number, and all full of the most determined spirit 
of resistance to the invaders He had only sixteen cannon 
and a few muskets, but fowling-pieces were collected, and 
pikes were forged by all the smiths m the town 

The siege began on the 27th of June The french 
army was m considerable force, and had a great supply 
of mortars and batteiing cannon , such as could by their 
shells and shot rend the poor bnck city from end to end 
The Torrero quickly fell into their hands, and from that 
height there was a constant discharge of those terrible 
shells and grenades that burst in pieces where they fall, 
and caiTy destruction everywhere Not one building 
wuthin the city could withstand them, and they were fired, 
not at the walls, but into the town All that could be 
done was to place beams slanting against the houses, so 
that there might be a shelter under them from the shells 
The awnings that sheltered tlie windows from the summer 
sun were taken dowm, sewn up into sacks, and filled 
with earth, then piled up before the gates, with a deep 
trench dug before them , the housea on the walls were 
pulled down, and every effort made to strengthen the 
defences, the whole of the lately quiet, lazy population 
toiling earnestly together, in the midst of the deadly 
shower that was always falling from the Torrero, and 
sinking down numbers as they worked 
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The same spirit animated ever^ one The Countess 
Bunta, a beautiful young lady, formed the women into an 
Organized company for carrying wine, water, and food to 
the soldiers on guard, and relieving the wounded, and 
throughout the whole siege her courage and perseverance 
never faded , she was contmually seen in the places most 
exposed to the enemy’s fire, bringing help and refresh- 
ment wherever she appeared among the hard-pressed 
warriors The nuns became nurses to the sick and 
wounded, and made cartndges, which were earned to the 
defenders by the children of the place The monk^ 
attended the sick and dying, or else bore anns, feeling 
that this — the cause of their country, their king, and 
their faith — had become to them a holy war Thus men, 
women, and children alike seemed full of the same loyal 
spint, but some traitor must have been among them, for 
on the night of the 28th, the powder magazine in the 
centre of the town was blown up, destroying fourteen 
houses and killing 200 people At the same time, evi- 
dently prepared to profit by the confusion thus caused, 
the French appeared befoie three of the gates, and a 
dreadful fire began from the Torrero, shells bursting 
e\ery where among the citizens, who were stnvmg in the 
dark to dig their friends out of the ruined houses 
The worst of the attack was at the gate called Portillo, 
and lasted the whole day The sand-bag defence was 
frequently destroyed by the fire, and as often renewed 
under this dreadful shot by the undaunted Spaniards 
So dreadful was the carnage, that at one moment every 
man of the defenders lay dead At that moment one of 
the women who were carrying refreshments came up 
Her name was Agostma Zaragoza , she was a fine-looking 
woman of two-and-twenty, and was full of a determined 
spirit She saw the citizens hesitate to step forward to 
man the defences where certain death awaited them 
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Springing forward, she caught the match from the hand 
of a dead gunner, fiied his twenty-six pounder, and 
seating herself on it, declared it her charge for the rest of 
the siege And she kept her word She was the heroine 
of the siege wheie all were heroines She is generally 
called the Maid of Zaragoza, but she seems to have been 
the widow of one of the aitillerymen, who was here killed, 
and that she continued to serve his gun — not solely as a 
patnot, but because she thus obtained a right to pro- 
visions for hei little children, who otherwise might ha\e 
starved in the famine that began to prevail If this 
lessens the lomance, it seems to us to add to the beauty 
and womanliness of Agostma’s character, that for the 
sake of her childien she should have run into the hottest 
of the peril, and taken up the task m which her husband 
had died 

Her readiness in that- cntical moment saved the Portillo 
for that time, but the attacks were renewed again and 
again with equal fury and fearful bloodshed The French 
General had fancied that he could easil> take such an un’- 
fortified place, and finding it so difificult,had lost his temper, 
and was thus throwing away his men’s lives , but after 
several such failures, he began to invest the city regularly 
Gunpowder was failing the besieged until the> supplied 
Its place by wonderful ingenuity All the sulphur in the 
place was collected, nitre was obtained by washing it out 
of the soil of the streets, and charcoal by charring the 
stalks of the very large variety of hemp that grows in that 
part of Spam At the end of forty-six days the city was 
entirely surrounded, provisions were falling short, and 
there was not a single place safe from the shot and shell 
On the 2d of August, a hospital caught hre, and the courage 
of the women was again shown by their exertions m 
carrying out the sick and wounded from the flames in 
spite of the continued shot from the enemy’s batteries , 

B B 
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indeed, throughout the siege the number of women and 
boys who were killed was quite as gzeat in pioportion as 
that of men, the only difficulty was to keep them from 
running needlessly into danger 

On the 4th of August, the French opened a battery 
within pistol-shot of the gate called after the great Con- 
vent of St Engracia The mud walls were levelled at 
the first discharge, and after a deadly struggie^the besiegers 
forced their way into the convent, and before the end of 
the day had gamed all that side of the city, up to the 
mam central street, the Cozo General Lefebvre thought 
ail was now over with his enemies, and summoned Palafox 
to surrender, in a note containing only these words— 
** Head-quarters St Engracia Capitulation” The answer 
he received was equally brief — “ Head-quaitcis, Zaragoza. 
War to the knife ” 

There they were ^ A street about as wide as Pall-Mair 
was all that lay between besiegers and besieged, to whom 
every frail brick house had become a fortress, while the 
openings of the narrow cross streets were piled up with 
sand-bags to form battenes Soon the space was heaped 
with dead bodies, either killed on the spot or thrown from 
the windows, and this was enough to breed a pestilence 
among the sur\i\ors The French let them he, knowing 
that such a disease would be the surest destruction to 
the garnson, and they fired on the Spaniards whenever 
they ventured out to bury them Upon this Palafox 
devised tying ropes to his French pnsoneis, and dnvmg 
them out to bring m the corpses for burial The enemy 
would not fire on their own countrymen, and thus this 
danger was lessened, although not entirely removed, and 
sickness as wrell as famine was added to the misery of the 
brave Aragonese The manufactory of powder, too, could 
mo longer be carried on, but happily Don Francisco, the 
IsNsother of Palafox, was able to make his way into the 
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City with men, and a convoy of arms and ammuni- 
tion Padre Santiago Sass, the curate of one of the 
parishes of Zaragoza, showed himself one of the bravest 
of all the brave, fighting at every hazardous point, and at 
other times moving about among the sick and dying to 
give them the last rites of the Church No one’s heart 
failed in that eleven days of one continual battle from 
house to house, from room to room, when the nights were 
times of more dreadful conflict than the days Often 
under cover of the darkness, a party would rush across to 
seize a battery , and once a Spaniard made his way under 
cover of the corpses, which filled the Tvhole space between 
the combatants, and fastened a rope to one of the French 
guns It had almost been dragged across the street, and 
was only lost by the breaking of the rope 

On the 8th of August, the Spaniards agreed that if 
they could not hold their ground in the city, they must 
retire across the Ebro, break down the bridge, and defend 
the suburbs as they had defended the streets Only an 
eighth part of their city now remained to them , and on 
the night of the 13th the enemy’s fire was more destruc- 
tive and constant than ever The great Convent of St. 
Engracia was blown up, the whole of the French part of 
the city glared with flaming houses, the climax of the 
horrors of the siege seemed to be come * But the reports 
of the batteries gradually ceased, and, with the early 
morning light, the garnson beheld the road to Pamplona 
filled with French troops in full retreat 

In effect, intelligence had been received of reverses to 
the invaders, and of extended movements among the 
Spaniards, which had led the French to decide on quit- 
ting Zaragoza ere these desperate defenders should be 
reinforced by the army which was collecting to relieve 
them. 

Their fortitude had won the day The carnage had 
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ended, and it remained for them to clear their streets from 
the remains of the deadly strife, and to give thanks for 
their deliverance. Agostina, in testimony of her courage, 
ivas to receive for life the pay of an artilleryman, and 
to wear a little shield of honour embroidered on her 
sleeve 

So ended the wonderful siege of Zaragoza It is sad to 
know that when the French forces came in full numbers 
into Spam, the brave town shared the fate of the lest of 
the country But the resistance had not been m vain , 
It had raised a feeling for the gallant Spaniards through- 
out Europe, and inspired a trust m their constancy which 
contnbuted to bring them that aid from England by 
which their country was, after six >eais, finally freed from 
the French usurpation. 
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CASAL NOVO 

i8ii 

There is something exceedingly interesting in knowing 
what a brave and generous man, who had never flinched 
from any danger, looked back upon m his last days as 
the one Golden Deed of his life , and therefore among 
the many noble and spirited actions during the war by 
which the British arms dhased the usurping French out 
of the Peninsula, that one is selected of which the doei 
spoke thus, forty-seven years later, when he thought him 
self upon his deathbed 

“As I lie here and think of my past life,” said Sir 
William Napier, “ I feel small— very small indeed I tr^ 
to remember if I have done any good, but the evil far 
overbalances it We shall all be weighed in the balance, 
and found wanting In the eye of the great good God, 
earthly goodness can have no positive existence, yet He 
sees and makes allowances for us all, giving more credit 
for good and less blame for evil than our fellow-creatures’ 
harsh judging would have done Men should strive after 
those pnceless virtues of patience, wisdom, chanty, seif 
sacrifice In looking back on my life, it would be a 
comfoit to me now if I could remember to have done 
a perfectly self-sacnficmg act--^if I could think I had 
been ready and willing at any moment to lay down m> 
life for another person’s good I try to remember, but 
I can’t remember that I ever did I have often run into 
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danger, and exposed myself to pain sometimes, to save 
others Yes, I have done that » but there was always a 
springing hope, a sort of conviction that I should escape , 
and that being so, away flies the merit The nearest 
thing I ever did to absolute self-sacrifice was at Casal 
Novo, when I received in my back the ball that lies 
there still” 

The old soldier^s deliberate judgment of all the noblest 
deeds of a long life was the realizing of the truth that 
« all our nghteousnesses are as filthy rags,” and no eye 
but his own would have looked at them so critically 
But let us see the manner of the one thing that “came 
nearest to self-sacrifice.” 

It was in the year i8ii, when Wellington had en- 
trenched his army on the slopes of Torres Vedras, m 
Portugal, and there, by his patience and sagacity, had 
repulsed the French army under Maishal Massena, and 
was following up his letreat out of the kingdom of Por- 
tugal The English and Portuguese troops used to rise 
at three m the morning, and maich at four, and on 
the 14th of March, when the aimy was setting out m 
the morning twilight, there was a heavy fog covering all 
the valley in front Sir William Erskme, the general m 
command of the Light Division, consisting of the 52d 
and 43d Regiments and the Rifles, all the very flower of 
the army, was an incompetent man, and fancying the 
French were in full retreat, ordered his tioops to move 
forward on their march Some of the officers objected 
to the rashness of plunging into the mist -without precau- 
tion , but they were not heeded, and the order to advance 
was given 

The 5 2d moved forward first, in a column of sections, 
and were to be followed by the Rifles Down the hiU-side 
they went, then across a narrow ravine at the bottom, and 
were mounting the steep road on the other side, when 
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there was a sudden hail of round shot and bullets close 
upon them The fog cut off their view, but the bugles 
continued to sound the advance, and they pushed on 
through wailed fields, the enemy giving way before them, 
till they gained the ridge of the hill, though with loss of 
men, and with three captains wounded — one of them 
George Napier, and another, “Jack Jones,” afterw^ards 
the hero of the powder-magazine at Ciudad Rodngo 
The mist suddenly drew up, and displaj ed to the Eng- 
lish troops the hill-side covered with dark masses of the 
blue-clad Fiench soldiers, and in the midst what looked 
like a red pimple on the iidge, being, in fact, the 5 2d in 
the very middle of Marshal Ney’s dnision— so near the 
Marshal himself, the bia\est of the brave, that if they 
had only been able to see him, they might have made him 
prisoner by his own bivouac fire 
The rest of the Light Division were put in motion to 
support them, and Captain William Napier was sent for 
ward, with six companies of his regiment, the 43d, to aid 
them on the left When he came to a round hill, he 
halted, and left four companies to watch, while, wnth the 
other two, he descended into one of the nairowr ravines to 
join the left of the 5 2d, whom he heard, though he could 
not see over the iidge of the hill Part of the regiment 
had charged, but not the whole, and thus Napier, coming 
up into a walled field where he expected to join the left 
Side of the 5 2d, found onl> Captain Dobbs and two men 
of the 52d cut off from the rest of their regiment 
The French came gathenng fast about them, and cutting 
off their retreat The two officei s agreed that the boldest 
course would be the safest, so they called to the two com- 
panies behind them to follow, and sprang over the wall in 
front, meaning to force their way on to the 52d in front. 
But only the two 5 2d men followed, both the companies 
of the 43d held back , and when the two captains had 
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reached a second wall, they found merely this pair of 
men with them, and a great body of the enemy in front, 
closing upon them and finng 
The wall gave a moment^s protection, and Napier de- 
clared he would either save Doobs or lose his own life by 
bunging up his two companies Dobbs entreated him not 
to attempt it, saying that it was impossible to make two 
steps from the wall and live Still, however, Napier, who 
was stung by the backwardness of his men, dashed back 
unhurt His men were crouching under the wall , they had 
perhaps failed before from being out of breath, from their 
charge up the hill with their heavy knapsacks on their 
backs, and still more from the misnianagement of the two 
lieutenants m command of them, both dull, rude men, 
tyianmcal m their behaviour One, who was noted for 
fighting duels, was lying down with his face to the ground, 
and when the captain called — shouted to him, and bade 
him remember his uniform, and come on with the men — he 
did not stir, till, in extremity of provocation, Napier threw 
a stone at his head This made him get up, and scramble 
over the wall with the men , but on the other side he was 
wild with terror — eyes staring and hands spread out— and 
when Napier ordered the men on to where Dobbs was, and 
ran forward himself, they, under their lieutenant^s cowardly 
leading, all edged away to the nght, out of the fire, and 
again Napier reached his friend alone 
Maddened at the failure, he again sprang back to lead 
them, but ere he could reach them was struck by a bullet 
m the spine, and fell The French most ungenerously con- 
tinued to fire at him as he lay, and his legs had been 
paralyzed by the effect of his wound, so that he could onlv 
drag himself by his hands towards a heap of stones, behind 
which he sheltered his head and shoulders No less than 
twenty shots struck the heap in the moment before Captain 
Lloyd with his own company of the 43d, and some of the 
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5 2d, came up, and drove off the enemy Napier was 
carried away from this spot, and laid for a time under 
an olive-tree, while the fight lasted, and the French were 
driven on from ridge to ridge 

While he was lying there, helpless and exhausted, the 
grenadier company of Royal Scots were hastening forward 
and their captain seeing the wounded man, ran up, and 
said, “ I hope you are not dangerously wounded ” He 
could not speak, but only shook his head , and being asked 
again, ‘‘ Can I be of any service to you made the same 
sign , but when Captain Wilson offered him some cold 
tea and brandy from his flask, he raised his head with a 
sudden flash of pleasure, and gladly drank two tumbler- 
fuls , then thanked with his eyes and hands “Heaven 
p'-otect you,” the captain said, and humed on to overtake 
his men Napier was a singularly handsome, noble-look- 
ing man, w ith perfect features, jet-black hair and dark grey 
eyes, and though now deadly pale, the remarkably beau- 
tiful outline of his features, and the sweet and noble ex- 
pression of his countenance made a great impression on 
Captain Wilson , but among the numbers of the army, 
they were never agam thrown together, and did not know 
each other’s names 

Napier was thought to be mortally wounded, and his 
brother Charles, who, half-recovered from a wound, had 
ridden ninety miles to join the army, met a litter of 
branches, covered by a blanket, and borne by soldieis 
He asked who it was^ “Captain Napier, of the 5 2d — 
broken arm” Then came anothei litter — “Captain 
Napier, of the 43d — mortally wounded ” Charles Napier 
looked at his brothers, and passed on to the battle 

The brothers were placed m a house at Condeixa, but, 
besides their wounds, they, like aE the army, suffered 
tembiy from famine, for the French had destroyed every- 
thing before them, and the villagers themselves were 
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absolutely starving A tallow candle that the brotheis 
found in the house was eaten up with the utmost relish * 
By some chance a loaf of bread came into the hands 
Captain Light, a cavaliy officer, at the end of a long day’s 
inarch Hungiy as he was, he would not look at it, but 
mounted again, and rode twenty miles to Combeixa, over 
♦he mountains, and there, fearing a refusal, he dung the 
loai into the room where the brothers lay, and lode back 
to his regiment 

William Napier soon partially recovered, but the bullet 
could never be extracted, and caused him agonies at 
intervals throughout the rest of his life The stoiy of the 
combat, which he felt as that of his greatest deed, was 
told by him in his great history of the Peninsulai war, but 
without a hint of his own concern in the matter Sixteen 
years after the battle, he met at a dinner paity a gentle- 
man, who (apropos to some mention of handsome men, 
said that the very handsomest he had ever seen, was one 
whom he had found lying speechless undei an olive-tree 
at Casal Novo, and had succoured as above described 
Sir William Napier sprang from his chair, exclaiming, 
“ My dear Wilson ^ that was you— that glass of tea and 
bi andy sa\ ed my life ” He had already become acquainted 
With Sir John Moiillyon Wilson, but till that moment 
neither had known that the other was his partner in the 
adventure of the ohve-tiee 

Assuredly that stony field was a scene to look back on 
from old age with thankful satisfaction And no less 
wortn^ of honour was, it seems to us, that tw'enty miles 
ride by the hungry, weary officer, to bring his wounded 
comrades the loaf of bread. 
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THE MAD DOG 

i8i6 

Sir Thomas Fowell Buxtoi^ was well known m the 
early part of the present century as one of the most 
earnest assistants of William Wilberforce in freeing 
England from the crimes inseparable fiom slave-holding 
It IS not, however, of his public caieer, noi of his deep 
piety, that we are about to speak, but of one incident m 
his life, which shows how a leally leligious and intrepid 
man will face a sudden and frightful peril foi the sake of 
others The event took place in the summer of i8i6, 
when he was thiity years old, a capital sportsman and a 
man of remarkable personal strength and great height (six 
foot four) He was not as >et a baronet, and was at the 
time living at Hampstead, and daily riding into Spitak 
fields to attend to the afiairs of a brewery m which he was 
a partner During a visit that his wife and children were 
making at a distance, he had been staying with his brother- 
in law, Mr Hoaie, not far from his home When his 
servant brought his horse to him there, it was with the 
mtelhgence that his dog, Prince, was in a strange state, 
had killed the cat, almost killed another dog, and had 
tried to bite some of the servants Mr Buxton desired 
that the creature should be tied up and taken care of, 
and then rode off to his business in the town , but as he 
returned he saw Prince, evidently mad, covered with mud, 
running furiously and biting at everything 
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Mr Buxton tried to nde him down or drive him into 
some outhouse, but in vain , and he bit at least a dozen 
dogs, two boys, and a man, springing at a boy and seizing 
him by the breast, but this time his master was near 
enough to knock him down with his whip He then 
changed his course, setting off for London, and Mr 
Buxton rode by his side, waiting for some opportunity of 
stopping him, and constantly calling to him , but the poor 
animal was past attending to the well-known voice, whether 
coaxing or scolding He was getting near more closely 
inhabited places, and considering the feaiful damage he 
might effect, Mi Buxton thought if ever there was an 
occasion that justified a nsk of life, this was it, and de- 
termined to catch him himself Prince ran to a garden- 
door, and Mr Buxton, leaping from his horse, grasped 
him by the neck His struggles were so desperate, that 
it seemed at first almost impossible — even for so powerful 
a man — ^to hold him (he w as evidently a large dog) , but 
lifting him up from the ground, he was moie easil> 
managed, and Mr Buxton contrived to ring the bell, but 
for a long time no one came to his help, and being 
afraid lest the foam which was pouiing from the poor 
beast^s jaws might get into some scratch on his fingers, 
and be as dangerous as an actual bite, he with great 
difficulty held Prince with one hand while he worked the 
other into the glove in his pocket, then changed hands, 
and thus put on the other glove At last the gardener 
opened the door, and asked what he wanted Pve brought 
you a mad dog,^* w^as the answer, and desiring him to get 
a strong chain, Mr Buxton walked into the yard carrying 
Prince by the neck He was detennined not to kill the 
dog at once, thinking that if it should prove not to be a 
case of hydrophobia, it would be a great relief to the 
persons who had been bitten, and this could only be 
detei mined by letting the disease take its course The 
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gardener was m great terror, but had sense enough to 
obey directions, and was able to secure the collar round 
the dog’s neck, and fasten the other end of the chain to a 
tree Mr Buxton then walked to the utmost bound of 
the chain, and with all his force, which,” he says, ‘‘ was 
nearly exhausted” by the dog’s “frantic struggles,” threw 
the creature as far away from him as he could, and sprang 
back m time to avoid poor Prince’s desperate bound after 
him, which was followed by “ the most fearful yell he ever 
heard ” 

All day the unhappy creature, in the misery of that hornble 
disease to which our faithful companions are sometimes 
subject, rushed round and round the tree, champing 
the foam that gushed from his jaws, and when food was 
thrown to him, snatched at it with fury, but could not 
eat It The next day, Mr Buxton thought the chain m 
danger of giving way, so lenewmg his act of bravery, he 
obtained a stronger chain, and a pitchfork Between the 
prongs of this he contnved to get the dog’s body, without 
piercing it, and thus held him pinned down to the ground, 
while fastening a much larger chain round his neck On 
the pitchfork being removed, the dog sprang up and 
dashed after his master with such violence that the old 
Cham snapped m two However, the frenzy soon spent 
his strength, and he died only forty-eight hours after the 
first symptoms of madness had appeared All the do^ 
and cats he had bitten were kiUed by Mr Buxton himself 
knowing that for such a painful business it was wis^o 
trust to no one’s resolution and humanity but his own The 
man and boys had the bitten parts cut out and the wounds 
burnt, and it was hoped that the homd consequences 
might be averted from them He himsdf expressed great 
ths^olness both for his own escape and his childrens 
absence from home, and thus wrote to his wife a day or two 
after —“What a terrible business it was You must not 
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icold me for the risk I ran What I did, I did from a 
conviction that it was my duty, and I nev^ can think 
that an over-cautious care of self in circumstances where 
your nsk may preserve others, is so gieat a virtue as you 
seem to think it I do believe if I had shrunk from the 
danger, and others had suffered in consequence, I should 
have felt more pain than I should have done had I re- 
ceived a bite ” 

The perfect coolness and presence of mind shown in 
the whole adventure are, perhaps, some of its most re- 
markable features — all being done from no sudden im- 
pulse, no daring temper, but from the grave, considerate 
conviction of the duty of encountering the peril on the 
part of the person most likely to be able to secure others , 
and no one who has shuddered at the accounts of the 
agonies of hydrophobia can fail to own how deadly that 
peril was 

As a pendant to our countryman’s battle with a mad 
dog, let us see a combat between one of these frenzied 
creatures and a French weaver, named Simon Albony, a 
poor man of the town of Rhodez, who was the bread- 
winner for his aged father Coming home from his work, 
in the summer of the year 1830, at about seven o’clock m 
the evening, he encountered a mad dog, who had already 
greatly injured several of the townspeople The creature 
was advancing slowly, but suddenly turned upon him. 
Setting his back against a wall, he courageou^y waited 
for It, and laid hold of it, though not without bemg severely 
bitten He kept it with a firm hand, shouting that he 
would not let it go to do further mischief, but that some 
one must bring him an axe, and break its back. 

Monsieur Portat, a mounted gendarme, heard him, and, 
hastening to his help, found him struggling with this 
large hound, holding him by the neck and ears, and con- 
stantly asking for an axe to kiH hi^with The gendarm 
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stiuck the dog with his stick, but it was not strong enough 
to kill It , and another person came up with a hea\ icr 
club, and gave it a finishmg stroke Albony had receued 
fourteen wounds on the body, thighs, and hands, but 
they weie immediately opeiated upon, and at the time his 
name was brought forward, seven months afterwards, to 
receive a prize from the Monthyon fund for his heroism, 
It was hoped that the dangei of any bad effects had 
passed away 
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THE MONTHYON PRIZES 
1820 

The Baron de Monthyon was a French lawyer, greatlj 
devoted to all that could do good to Ins fellow-creatures 
Little of his personal history is known , but what made 
his name celebrated 'was the endowments that he left by 
his will at his death, m 1820 The following is a transla- 
tion of certain clauses in his will — 

“12 I bequeath the sum of 10,000 francs to provide an 
annual prize for whosoever shall discover any mode of 
rendering any mechanical art less unhealthy 
“13 A like sum of 10,000 francs as an annual prize for 
whosoever shall invent any means of perfecting medical 
science or surgical art 

“ 14. A like sum of 10,000 francs for an anrual prize to 
the poor French person who, in the course of the year, 
shall have performed the most virtuous action 
“15 A like sum of 10,000 francs for the French person 
who shall have composed and published m France the 
book most beneficial to morals ” 

The two former prizes to be distnbuted by the Academy 
of Sciences , the two latter by the French Academy 
Besides these, there were large legacies to hospitals 
All the prizes, we believe, continue to be given , but it is 
with the “ Pnze of Virtue,” as it is called, that we are con- 
cerned The French Academy, which is a society of ?1I 
the most distinguished literary personages m France, has 
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'the ofEce of bestowing this pnze, which may either be 
given entire, or divided into lesser portions among a 
number of claimants, at the option of the Academ> The 
recommendation for such a prize must be sent up by the 
authorities of the town or village where it has taken place, 
and must contain a full account of the action itself, attested 
by witnesses, and likewise of the life of the person recom- 
mended, going back at least two years, and countersigned 
by all the chief persons m the place Those to whom the 
pnze is adjudged must appear m person, or by an autho- 
rized proxy, at the meeting of the Academy, where a dis- 
course upon virtue in general is delnered by one of the 
members, and the meritorious deeds to which the pnze is 
awarded are described in detail 

We are not sure that it suit- our English tastes to have 
golden deeds ” thus paid for in gold , and we are quite 
sure that most English folks capable of such actions 
would much rather hide themseaves than hear their praises 
trumpeted forth by an Academician Nevertheless, there 
IS something noble in M de Montbyon’s intention , and 
as almost all the virtuous actions ” were done perfectly 
irrespective of the pnze, we car not but be grateful for 
having had them brought to our knowledge 

Faithful servants, peasant women devoted to chanty, 
and heroic preservers of life, are the chief objects selected 
by the Academy, with here and there an instance of extra- 
ordinary exertions of filial piety , as, for instance, Jeanne 
Parelle, to whom a pnze was given m 1835 
She was one of the eight children of a labourer at 
Coulange, near Montresor, and was bom m lySfi She 
was m service when, in 1812, her mother became paralytic, 
and she came home and thenceforth devoted herself to 
the care of her parents A few years after, her father had 
a sort of fit, in which his teeth were closely locked together, 
but his mouth filled with blood, and he would have been 
c c 
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choked but for Jeanne's readiness m forcing them apart 
with her hands, at the cost of being severely bitten The 
attack came on every night, and as regularly did Jeanne 
expose her hands to the dreadful bites of her unconscious 
father, until sometimes the flesh was torn almost to the 
bone, and yet she cheerfully went about her work all day, 
endeavouring to prevent her father fiom perceiving her 
injuries This lasted ten years, during which time the poor 
people only once consulted a doctor, who could do nothing 
for them The poor old man grew blind, sold his little 
house, and at last died, leaving his wife deaf, blind, unable 
to move from her chair, or to do anything but tell her 
beads Jeanne spun, made hay, and tended her with the 
utmost care and cheerfulness , but, at length, the mother 
and daughter accepted an invitation from an elder married 
sister to come to Blois They moved accordingly, but the 
sister was unable to do much for them, and they were 
obliged to hire a room, \/here they were supported by 
Jeanne’s exertions, together with an allowance from the 
Bureau de ChartU of three loaves and three pounds of 
meat in a month 

Of Jeanne’s patience and sweetness with the poor old 
childish woman, the following testimony was given — One 
festival-day, Mhre Parelle wished to go to church, and 
Jeanne, now a hard-working woman of forty-five, made no 
difficulties, but petted and caressed her, promising that 
she should go , and on hot August day she was seen 
with a great arm-chair on one arm, and her mother on the 
other She dragged the old woman three steps, then set 
her down m the chair to rest , then lifted her up, led her 
a little further, and put the chair down again They were 
three-quarters of an hour in going the distance Jeanne 
would have walked in five minutes , and after the return 
was effected, Jeanne was fuE of delight Well, dearest, 
did you say your prayers well ^ Are you glad ? You are 
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not tired ^ And this laborious journey cheerfully re- 
newed on the old woman^s least wish Sometimes Jeanne 
was advised to send her to the hospital, the last refuge of 
poverty in France, analogous to a workhouse 

It bleaks my heart when they say so,” she said 

“ But, Jeanne, your mother would be well cared for ” 

I know that , I do not say so from contempt for the 
hospital She would be taken care of But tenderness, 
who would give her that ^ ” And another time she added, 
‘ God leaves us our parents, tliat may take care of 
them If I forsook my poor patient, I should deserve that 
God should forsake me ” 

Jeanne and her mother Ined on a ground floor, and 
many persons thus had the opportunity of observing that 
her tenderness never relaxed She herself lived on the 
inferior bread provided by the chanty, with a few turnips 
and potatoes, whilst she kept her mother on white bread, 
and, if possible, procured butter, cheese, and milk for her 
Once when the curate had sent her a pie, which had been 
scarcely touched, her friends were surprised to see how 
long It lasted “Yes, I make the most of it for my mother , 
I cut off nice little bits for her at her meals, it gives them 
a relish ” 

“Do not you eat it, then^” 

“ It would be a great pity for me to eat it, and nibble 
away her share, poor thing— it is her treat, and she has so 
few pleasures, poor sufferer neither hearmg, nor seeing, 
and always in pain ” 

In a great frost, when it was bitterly cold, she was found 
trying to cover her mother with an old worn out pelisse, and 
looking quite melancholy, so a good thick woollen wrapper 
was sent to her On the next visit the old woman was 
found tied up in it, with strings over her shoulders, and 
the daughter beaming with delight “Bless those who 
have warmed my mother,” she said , “ God will warm 
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them m paradise A pair of old warm flannel sleeves weie 
given her for heiself, but she was seen again with bare arms 
m the extreme cold “ Did not the sleeves fit you ^ ” 

“ Oh, I picked them to pieces My mother had pains m 
hei knees, so I sewed the flannel on to her under-petti- 
coat , It is wann, you see , she likes it, poor thing ” And 
there the pieces were, laid out neatly so as to thicken the 
petticoat Amid all her infirmities the delicate neatness 
and fresh cleanliness of the Mere Parelle were a continual 
wonder One of the visiting ladies said, “Really youi 
mother looks quite fiesh and biight,” and the good 
daughter smiled, looking like a young mother compli- 
mented upon her child’s beauty “ You think her so 
she said. “ Ah, poor thing ’ she is fresher than I am, for 
she does not diudge so much,” and then with a sigh, 
“ Ah ’ if she could but heai me ’ ” For the poor suffeier 
had at last grown so entirely deaf, that she did not heai 
her daughter at all, and was constantly calling Jeanne 
without knowing that she was answered For two months 
in the winter the daughter had never gone to bed, and 
though her own health began to sufter, she never com- 
plained For five-and-twenty years, when the prize was 
given in 1830, had Jeanne Parelle been the unweaned nurse 
and bread-winner of first two, then one paient It seems 
a small thing that man should attempt to reward such exer- 
tions, >et, on the other hand, there is something touching 
in this hai d-handed, untaught, toiling, moiling elderly 
charwoman being chosen out to receive honour due by 
the first men in intellect and position m her country, and 
all for the simple, homely virtues of humble life 
Madame Vigier, a bourgeoise of Aunllac, onginallym 
easy circumstances ,and at one time rich, was left a widow 
with four sons, and gradually fell into a state of extreme 
distress Two kind gentlemen, M Sers, the Pr 4 fet of 
Cantal, and M Az 4 maid, curate of N6tre Dame, were 
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interested m the family, and thiee of the sons were placed 
in good situations, but the youngest, Jean, being a pai- 
ticularly clever, promising boy, they wished him to recen e 
a superior education , and finding themselves unable both 
to keep him at school, and support his mother, they decided 
on sending Madame Vigier to the hospital Jean %vas at 
this tune nine and a half years old, and at his boarding- 
school, scarcely knew of his mother^s condition Intend- 
ing to break the matter to him, the curate imited him to 
his house for a holiday, and he came m his best clothes, 
but just as he had arrived M Azemard was called away 
for a few minutes, and telling the bo> not to meddle w ith 
his breviary, he went downstairs 

Little Jean was naughty boy enough to be incited to 
meddle by the prohibition itself^ As he took up the 
bie\iary, out fell a paper It was an order for the hos- 
pital, and his mother s name w^as on it ’ Tlie first thing 
the boy did was to run downstairs, and back to the 
school, there to change his clothes for his every-dav 
ones When he re-appeared, the curate said, “ Ah * poor 
child, curiosity led you astiay, but the fault has brought 
Its own punishment, and you have been hiding yourself to 
cry over xt " 

No, Monsieur le Cure, I have not been crymg I 
know it ail My mother shall not go to the ho^itai, she 
would die of vexation I will not return to school I wiH 
stay with her I will support her ” 

The curate, though struck with his manner, tned to 
reason him out of his resolution, and took him to several 
fnends, who represented to him that by finishing his 
education, he w^ouid enable himself, by-and-by, to pro\ ide 
far better for his mother than if he broke it off at once , 
but his one idea was to save her firom the hospital, and 
he was not to he persuaded He consulted his brokers, 
who were making their way m the world, and begged 
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them to assist him in maintaining her, then when they 
refused, he asked them at least to lend him a small sum, 
promising to repay them Still they refused, and all that 
was left for him to do, was to sell his clothes and a watch, 
that the prefect had given him as a reward for some 
success at school With this capital, the httle fellow set 
up as a hawker of cakes and children’s toys, and suc- 
ceeded in earning enough to support his mother At 
the time his name was brought forward for a de 

vertzd^ he had been nineteen years solely devoted to her, 
refusing e\ery offer that would separate him fiom her, 
and making her happy by his attentions He was at 
that time porter at an inn at Aunllac, a situation which 
must have been a great contrast with those which he might 
have obtained but for his love of his mother 

It may be said, however, that to show piety at home’’ 
is the very first and most natural of duties Let us pass 
on, then, to see what devoted affection has done where 
the tie was onI> that of servant to master 
The faithful statesman of the great Henri IV, the 
Due de Sully, was amply rewarded by his grateful mastei, 
and left a princely estate to hia family, but after a few 
generations the male line became extinct, and the heiress, 
named Maximilienne de Bethune, after her great ancestor, 
carried the pioperty into the house of Aubespine 
Bad management, together with the reverses of the Re* 
volution, gradually destroyed the riches ©f this family, 
and at last the Marquis d’Aubespme was obliged to sell 
the castle of ViDebon, with all the memorials of the great 
Sully, and the only estate that remained to him Out of 
the pnee, he could only save enough from his creditors to 
purchase for himself an annuity of 6,000 fi*ancs, another 
of 2,400 francs for his son, and a third of 400 for 
Alexandre Martin, a servant who had lived with him 
thirty-five yeais, and had been educated at his expense. 
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Soon after the poor old Marquis died, and the creditors 
immediately came down upon Martin, and seized his 
annuity There was no redress, and Martin returned to 
his native village of Champrond-en-Gatmais, and took up 
the trade of a carpenter, which he had learnt at the 
Marquis's expense before becoming his servant On the 
1 6th of June, 1830, his cottage door opened, and there 
stood his old master's son, the Comte d'Aubespme, with 
his three little motherless children, Angelique, five years 
old, Josephine, four, and Louis little more than a year 
The Count said that his affairs obliged him to leave 
France for a short time, and he had no one to whom to 
entrust his little ones but to good Alexandre The charge 
was willingly accepted as an honour, though the car- 
penter knew the family secrets too well to wonder that 
nothing was said about paying their expenses, and perhaps 
he also guessed that this short absence was only to last 
for the Count’s life 

At any rate, he accepted the children He had three of 
his own, of whom the eldest was able to work. She and 
her mother earned twenty-four sous a day, and he earned 
thirty, and upon this the little count and his sisters were 
maintained, as far as possible, accordmg to their rank. 
At their meals they were seated at the cottage-tabl^ and 
waited on as respectfully by Martin, as if they had been 
at the grand salon m the cMteau, and he their footman. 
He never sat down with them, but kept them distinct in all 
ways from his own children, who ate scanty brown bread 
with him, that the little guests might eat white , wore 
their coarse clothes to rags, that the young d'Aubespmes 
might be dressed neatly , and slept on the floor, while the 
little nobles had comfortable beds The^were no mur- 
murs , all came naturally out of the grafew^yalty of the 
family towards their mastei^s grandchildren No more was 
heard of the father till his death, six years after The 
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news of this event excited the attention of the neighbour- 
hood, and It became known that the last descendants of 
Sully were growing up in the cottage of a poor carpenter, 
and owing their education to the curate of the parish 
Some ladies at Chartres offered to take charge of the two 
little girls, and though the paitmg was most painful, Martin 
was glad to enable them to be brought up as ladies As to 
the boy, the first help that came for his education was from 
a charitable foundation, endowed by his great ancestor, 
at Nogent de Rotrou, and thus the only poition of the 
wealth of Sully that ever reached his young descendant, 
was that which had been laid up in the true treasure- 
house of charity Afterwards a scholarship was presented 
to him by Louis Philippe at the College of Henri IV, and 
m 1838, he and Alexandre Martin were both present at a 
meeting of the Academy, when a discouise was made by 
M Salvandi, part of which deserves to be recorded 
“ Martin, your task is over You have deserved well from 
all good men You have shown our age a sight only too 
rare — gratitude, fidelity, respect, The Academy awards 
to your virtue a prize of 3,000 francs And you, Louis 
d’Aubespme, since you are present at this solemnity, may 
it make a deep and lasting impression on your young heart 
You are entering life, as persons are now and then forced 
to appear at a later age, with all eyes on you Learn that 
the first of earthly blessings is to be honoured by one’s 
country, and pray the God who has watched over your 
infancy to enable you to win that blessing that depends 
on ourselves, and that no event can rob us of One day 
you will be told that illustrious blood flows in your veins, 
but never forget that you must trace your line as far back 
as to Sully, before you can find a name worthy to stand 
beside that of Martin Grow up then to show youiself 
worthy of the memory of your ancestor, the devotion of 
your benefactor, and the patronage of the King ’ ” 
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A maid-servant, called Rose Pasquer, at Nantes, danng 
the worst years of the Revolution, entirely maintained her 
master and mistiess after the> had been ruined b} the 
loss of their estates in St Domingo She was eight> >ears 
in the service of the same family, and received a pnze m 
her hundredth year, m 1856 

Another woman, named Madeleine Blanchet, who lost 
her husband at the end of the first year of her marnage, 
w'as taken into the service of an old lad> at Buzan^ais, 
called Madame Chambert, who put out the widow’s baby 
to nurse, and was veiy kind to her In this house, Made- 
leine had been for nine years, when, in the winter of 1852, 
there was a tiemendous not m the town, on account of 
the high price of bread For some time beforehand, 
reports had been dying about that the Red Republicans 
intended to rise against all persons of piopeit), whom 
they called bourgeois^ and theie was a storj that an old 
man had said, “I have seen two Revolutions alread), at 
the third I shall fix my scythe closswise, and then w^oe to 
the bourgeois These rumours filled the town with alann, 
and certain rich persons were known to be marked out 
for the fury of the mob, and among them w ere Madame 
Chambert and her son On the night befor-e the affray, 
their servants received a warning that if they tried to 
defend their master and mistress, the> would be killed, 
but there were at least two who disregarded the threat, a 
man-servant named Bourgeau and Madeleine Blanchet 

On the morning of the I4.th of January was heard that 
sound of dread— 'the tocsin The Republicans were 
already collected, and began by sackinj a great manufac- 
tory, and then falling upon the vanous obnoxious esta- 
blishments in the town, becoming mom savage with every 
success There was no resistance , the citizens shut them- 
selves up m their houses, without attempting to unite to 
defend themselves, and in a short time the Ivhole town 
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was at the mercy of the insurgents After many acts of 
plunder and cruelty had taken place, the raging populace 
came to M Chambert’s house, and speedily breaking in, 
a man named Venin led the way into the drawing-room, 
where M Chambert was trying to encourage his aged 
mother, and the two servants were with them Madeleine 
was so much terrified that she fainted away, upon hearing 
Venin speak insolently to her master , Bourgeau went up 
to him and knocked him down , but as others of the 
furious mob came rushing m, Bourgeau's courage forsook 
him, and he fled His master had fetched his gun, and 
shot Venin, who had nsen for another attack , but this 
was the signal for the whole rage of the multitude to be 
directed against him, and he too fled, only to be followed 
by the savage populace, who hunted him from room to 
room, even to the next house, where he fell under a multi- 
tude of blows, crying out, Mercy, friends ^ You have 
no fnends,^' answered a voice from the crowd, the last 
sound that met the ears of the dying man 

Madeleine had, m the meantime, recovered from her 
swoon, recalled by the shrieks and sobs of her poor old 
mistress, mingled with the oaths, imprecations, and 
abusive threats of the murderous crowd She saw the 
room thronged with these wild figures, then blouses 
stained with wine and blood, weapons of all sorts in their 
hands, triumphant fury m their faces Her first endea- 
vour, on regaining her senses, was to push through them 
to the side of the old lady, whom they had not yet per- 
sonally attacked, and whose terror seemed for the moment 
lessened by the sight of her maid’s kindly face Then, as 
there was no certainty that even age and womanhood would 
long be a protection, Madeleine tried to remove her, and 
supporting her with one arm, she made her way with the 
other, struggling on through blows, pushes, and trampling 
feety till she had rather earned than led Madame Cham- 
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bert into tlie court , but here was the greatest danger of 
all Seeing the lady escaping, the mob outside fell upon 
her, blows were aimed at the two defenceless women, and 
the mistress fell doivn, while the ruffians rushed at them 
with cries of “ Death t death » the same shouts with 
which they had hunted the son 

‘‘ Go — ^go, my poor girl ’ ” faintly murmured Madame 
Chambert “ I must die here ' Go away » ” 

No, indeed * Madeleine knelt over her, calling out, “You 
shall not kill my mistress till you have killed me ‘ ” 

A man brandished a cutlass over her, and several frantic 
women struck her, even whilst, with outstretched arms, 
she parried all the strokes at her mistress, all the time 
appealing to their better feelings, and showing them the 
cowardly barbarity of thus wreaking their vengeance on 
an helpless old woman Her words, and still more her 
self-devotion, touched two of the men, whose human hearts 
returned to them sufficiently to make them assist her m 
withstanding the lerocity of the rest They helped her to 
lift up Madame Chambert, and guarded her on her way 
to a fnend’s house, where a hiding-place was found for the 
mistress But the maid would not stay there , she recol- 
lected her mistress’s property, and humed back into the 
midst of the mob to save all she could, seizing on the 
plate and other valuables whenever she saw them— some- 
times snatching them out of the hands of the plunderers, 
or pouncing on their heaps of spoil-«-and then, whenever 
she had rescued anything, depositing it in the friendly 
house, and then going back for another pnze She COH'- 
tmued to go and come for several hours, until all that she 
had not been able to save had been entirely destroyed 
All this she considered as the simplest duty, and mere 
fulfilment of her trust as a servant 
When order was restored, and the noters were tried for 
their atrocities, she was called in as a witness, and asked 
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what she had seen She replied shortly and clearly, but 
said not a word of herself 

“ But,’^ said the President, witnesses tell us that you 
covered your mistress with your own body, and saved her 
from the blows of the murdereis Is it true 
“ Yes, sir,” she answered, quietly 
You were heard to declare, that they should kill you 
before they should kill > oui mistress Is it true ? ” 

“ Yes, sir,” again she said , and that was all — not a 
sentence of self-exaltation, or of the false modesty of self- 
depieciation, passed her lips 

“ If,” said the President, after hearing all the evidence, 
there had been only twent> men at Buzan^ais \\ ith the 
1 eart of that woman, none of the disasteis we deplore 
would have taken place” 

And > et Madeleine had begun by fainting , thus show- 
ing how little sensibiht) of nerves has to do wi‘h that 
true moral courage whose souice is in the soul alone — as 
the Academician said who had the pleasant task of le- 
lating her exploits, when, at the next meeting of the 
Academy, she received a gold medal, and an extia prize 
of 5,000 francs 

Almost at the same time there came to light an act of 
geneiosity, of the most unusual description, on the pait of 
a servant, and not even towards her own master Fann> 
Muller, a young girl in one of the semi-German depait- 
ments of France, was betrothed to Jean Pierre Wat, a 
}outh in her nature village, before they parted, m oider 
to go into service, and save enough to marry upon 
Fanny became a maid at an hotel at Pans, and was there 
much esteemed for the modesty and propriety of her 
conduct In 1830, an Italian ofhcer came to the inn — an 
eldeily man, exiled from his country for political causes, 
and suifenng acutely from a frightful wound received 
sixteen years previously, when he was serving under 
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Napoleon I Every day Fanny was called in to assist 
the surgeon in dressing the wound, and her tender heart 
made her a kindly nurse, until the poor soldier had ex- 
hausted all his means, and the landlord was about to 
turn him out in a state of utter destitution Shocked at 
his condition, Fanny offered him her savings out of her 
wages of thirty-five francs a month, with which he took a 
lodging, and there tried to maintain himself by giving 
music-lessons He was joined by his son, ayoungbo>, 
but soon after fell so ill again, that he could no longer 
give lessons Fanny came again to the rescue , and when 
her little hoard was exhausted, she borrow ed Just then 
her betrothed, Wat, came to Pans, with his savings of 
2,000 francs, and claimed her promise She told him all, 
and — wonderful to relate — he was a hke-minded man , he 
freely gave his little fortune into hei hands to pa> the 
debt, and, putting off the mamage, he further assisted her 
m supporting the invalid and the boy At last, after 
fifteen years of this patient generosity, the poor old officer 
died of the effects of the amputation of the inju'^ed limb , 
and the clergyman of the district, knowing the circum- 
stances, recommended the betiothed pair foi the Monthyon 
prize, as a dowry that might at length enable them to enioy 
the happiness that they had so generously deferred 

Hosts of other deeds of pure chanty and beneficence 
among the poorest of the poor hav^e come to light among 
the records of these prizes Here is a memorial sent in 
1823 by the curate of the parish of St Jean and St Fran- 
cois, at Pans — 

Hie wife of Jacquemm, a water-carner, living at No 17^ 
Rue de Quatre Fils, au Marais, father of three children, 
one aged five years, dumb and infirm, only earning from 
thirty-five to forty sous a day, came, some days ago, to 
ask help for a helpless, indigent woman, maimed of two 
fingers, and incapable of gaming a livelihood 
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Where does the woman live ^ ” I asked 
“ With us ” 

“ How long has she been with you ^ ’’ 

Ten months this is the eleventh ” 

“ What does she pay you by the day or month ? ” 
Nothing” 

“ What ' nothing ? 

“ Not as much as you could put in your eye ” 

Has she relief?” 

Yes , and so have I I get bread for my children 
Since she has been with us, I weaken the porridge, and 
she eats it with us ” 

You have no means of helping others, unless she has 
promised to make it up to you ” 

She never promised me anything but her prayers ” 

“ Does not your husband complain ?” 

“ My husband is a man of few words He says nothing , 
he is so kind ” 

Does he not go to the public-house ? ” 

“ Never , he works himself to death for his children ” 

“ Ten months is a long time ” 

She was out m the street, and begged me to shelter her 
for two or three days , and Jacquemin and I could never 
have the heart to turn her out He says, besides, that one 
must do as one would be done by ” 

But, my good woman, what is your lodging?” 

“ Two rooms ” 

“ What IS your rent ?” 

“ It was a hundred and twenty francs , but it has been 
raised twenty, which makes eight sous a day” 

I think you should be asking chanty for yourself” 

^ I have already told you, M le Cur€, that I have brCad 
for my children I ask for nothing for myself Thank 
God, as long as my husband and I can work, I should be 
ashamed to beg for ourselves ^ ” 
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“ Well, good woman, here are ten francs for — 

Oh, how happy poor Madame Petrel will be ^ ” 

Tears of joy came into this chantable woman^s ejes I 
had meant the ten francs for herself, but I did not unde- 
ceive her — the mistake was such an honour to her 

Go and tell the widow Petrel, who owes you so much, 
to get two petitions drawn up , one for the Grand Almoner, 
the other for the Prefect, for a place m the hospital I 
will present them ” 

And the widow was placed m the hospital, while the 
good Jacquemms received a pnze 
There was a moie heroic touch in the story of Madeleine 
Saunier, who was born in 1803, at St Etienne de Varenne, 
in the department of the Rhone This girl had, even 
when a child, sent out to watch cattle in the fields, been 
in the habit of sharing the meals she carried out with her 
with the poor, only begging them to keep the secret The 
privations she imposed on herself had a serious effect on 
her health and growth , but still, when she grew up, her 
whole soul was fixed on chanty , and though she had to 
work for her own support, she still contrived to effect 
marvels for others 

A poor blind widow, with an idiot daughter, lived a 
mile and a half from her cottage , but for fifteen years 
Madeleine never failed to walk to them, to feed them, set 
their house in order, and cheer them up to wait for her 
coming the next day About as far off m another direc- 
tion was a poor girl in such a horrible state of leprosy, 
that— shocking to relate— her own family had abandoned 
her, and for eighteen months she lay m an outhouse, 
where no one came near her but Madeleine Saunier, who 
came twice a day to give her the little nourishment she 
could take, and to dress her frightful wounds , and at last 
she died in the arms of this her only finend 

In 1840, Madeleine was nearly drowned in trying to 
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cross a swelling torrent that lay between her and one ol 
her daily pensioners, and when she was blamed for the 
rashness, she only said, I could not help it , I could not 
go yesterday, I was obliged to go to-day ” 

In the couise of a cold winter, Madeleine was nursing 
a dying woman named Mancel, who lived on the hill-side, 
in a hovel more like a wnld beasts’ den than the home of 
a human creature Towards the end of a long night, 
Madeleine had lighted a few green sticks to endeavoui to 
lessen the intense cold, when the miserable door, which 
was only closed by a stone on the floor, was pushed aside, 
and thiough the smoke, against the snow, the dark out- 
line of a wolf was seen, ready to leap into the loom AJi 
Madeleine could do was to spring to the door, and hold it 
fast, pulling up everything she could to keep it shut, as the 
beast bounded against it, while she shouted and called m 
all the tones she could assume, in hopes that the wolf 
would fancy the garrison more numerous Whether he 
were thus deceived or not, he was hungry enough to 
besiege her till her strength w*as nearly exliausted, anir 
then took himself off at daylight 
A ferw hours after the sick woman died, but Madeleine 
could not bear to leave the poor corpse to the meicy ol 
the wolf, and going to the nearest cottage implored per 
mission to place it there till the burial could take place 
Then again, over the snow into the wolf-haunted solitude 
back she went , she took the body on her shoulders, and, 
bending under hei burthen, she safely brought it to the 
cottage, where she fell on her knees, and thanked God 
for her safety The next da>, the wolfs footsteps on the 
snow showed that he had spent the night in piowlxng 
round the hut, and that its frail defence had not excluded 
him fiom entering it 

Fiance, with all its faults, has always been distmguished 
foi the pine, disinterested honour it shows to high merit 
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for Its own sake, and Madeleine had already received a 
testimony of respect from good Queen Amdie, before the 
Monthyon prize was decieed to her ^ 

One of the prizes was given to Etienne Lucas, a little 
boy of SIX and a half, who saw a child of two fall into the 
river Eure He knew the danger, for one of his sisters had 
lately been drowned , but running to the spot, he waded 
about fifteen paces in the stream, caught the little one, 
and drew him to the bank, keeping his head carefully 
above water But the bank was too steep for the little 
fellow to climb, and he could only stand screaming till 
a man came and lifted out both A gold medal was 
given to him, and a scholarship at an educational estab- 
lishment Indeed, the rescuers from water, from fire, and 
all the acciaents to which human life is liable, would be 
too many to attempt to record, and having described 
a few, we must leave our readers to seek the rest for them- 
selves m that roll of golden deeds, the records of the 
Prtx de Vertu 





A BOOK OF 


4 ->? 


THE LOSS OF THE MAGPIE SCHOONER 
1826 

Among those men who have performed the most gallant 
and self-devoted deeds m the most simple and natural 
way, we should especially reckon captains m the navy 
With them it is an understood rule, that, happen what 
may, the commanding officer is to be the last to secure 
his own life — the last to leave the ship in extremity 
Many and many a brave life has thus been given, but the 
spirit nurtured by such examples is worth infinitely more 
than even the continued service of the persons concerned 
could have been And for themselves— this world is not 
all, and have we not read, that He who will save his life 
shall lose it, and he who will lose his life shall save it ” ? 

The Newfoundland coast is a peculiarly dangerous one, 
fiom the dense fogs that hang over the water, caused by 
the warm waters of the Gulf-stieam , which, rushing up 
from the equator, here come in contact with the cold 
currents from the pole, and send up such heavy vapour, 
that day can sometimes scarcely be discerned from night, 
and even at little more than aim’s length objects cannot 
be distinguished, while from without the mist looks like a 
thick sheer precipice of snow 

In such a fearful fog, on the morning of the 20th of 
June, 1822, the small schooner, Drake^ struck suddenly 
upon a rock, and almost immediately fell over on her side, 
the waves breaking over her Her commander;, Captain 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


4P3 


Baker, ordered her masts to be cut away, in hopes of 
lightening her so that she might nght herseJf, but m vain 
One boat was washed ^tway, another upset as soon as she 
was launched, and there only remained the small boat 
called the captain^s gig The ship was fast breaking up, 
and the only hope was that the ciew might reach a small 
rock, the point of which could be seen above the waves, 
at a distance that the fog made it difficult to calculate, 
but It was hoped might not be too great A man named 
Lennard seized a rope, and sprang into the sea, but the 
current was too strong for him, he was earned away in 
an opposite direction, and was obliged to be dragged on 
board again Then the boatsviam, whose name was 
Turner, volunteered to make the attempt in the gig, 
taking a rope fastened round his body The crew cheered 
him after the gallant fashion of Bntish seamen, though 
they were all hanging on by ropes to the ship, with the 
sea breakmg over them, and threatening every moment to 
dash the vessel to pieces Anxiously they watched Turner 
in his boat, as he made his way to within a few feet of 
the rock. There it was hfted high and higher by a huge 
wave, then hurled down on the rock and shattered to 
pieces , but the brave boatswain was safe, and contnved 
to keep his hold of the rope and to scramble upon the 
stone 

Another great wave, almost immediately after, heaved 
up the remams of the ship, and dashed her down close to 
this rock of safety, and Captain Baker, giving up the 
hope of saving her, commanded the crew to leave her 
and make their way to it For the first time he met with 
disobedience With one voice they refused to leave 
the wreck unless they saw him before them m safety 
Calmly he renewed his orders, saying that his life was 
the last and least consideration , and they were obliged 
to obey, leaving the ship m as orderly a manner as if they 
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were going ashore in harbour But they were so be- 
numbed with cold, that many were unable to climb the 
rock, and were swept off by the waves, among them the 
lieutenant Captain Baker last of all joined his crew, 
and It was then discovered that they were at no great dis- 
tance from the land, but that the tide was rising, and that 
the rock on which they stood would assuredly be covered 
at high water, and the heavy mist and lonely coast gave 
scarcely a hope that help would come ere the slowly nsing 
waters must devour them 

Still there was no murmur, and again the gallant boat- 
swain, who still held the rope, volunteered to make an 
effort to save his comrades With a few words of earnest 
prayer, he secured the rope round his waist, struggled 
hard with the waves, and reached the shore, whence 
he sent back the news of hxs safety by a loud cheer to 
his comrades 

There was now a line of rope between the shore and 
the rock, just long enough to reach from one to the other 
when held by a man at each end The only hope of 
safety lay in woiking a desperate passage along this rope 
to the land, The spray was already beating over those 
who were crouched on the rock, but not a man moved till 
called by name by Captain Baker, and then it is recorded 
that not one, so summoned, stirred till he had used his 
best entreaties to the captain to take his place , but the 
captain had but one reply — will never leave the rock 
until every soul is safe " 

F orty-four stout sailors had made their perilous way to 
shore The forty-fifth looked round and saw a poor woman 
lying helpless, almost lifeless, on the rock, unable to move.. 
He took her m one arm, and with the Other ching to the 
rope Alas » the double weight was more tban^the much- 
tned rope could bear , it broke half-way, and the poor 
woman and the sailor were both swallowed m the eddy 
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Captam Baker and three seamen remained, utterly cut off 
from hope or help The men in best condition hurried 
off in search of help, found a farm house, obtained a rope, 
and hastened back , bat long ere their arrival, the waters 
had flowed above the head of the brave and faitlful 
captam All the crew could do was, with full hearts, to 
write a most touching letter to an ofScer, who had once 
sailed with them m the Drake^ to entreat him to represent 
Heir captain’s conduct to the Lords of the Admiralty 
*n fact,” said the letter, during the whole business he 
proved himself a man, whose name and last conduct 
ought ever to be held in the highest estimation, by a crew 
who feel it their duty to ask, from the Loids Commis- 
sioners of the Admir^ty, that which they otheiwise have 
not the means of obtaining , that is, a public and lasting 
record of the lion-hearted, generous, and very unexampled 
way in which our late noble commander sacrificed his life, 
m the evening of the 23d of June ” This lettei was signed 
by the whole sur\aving crew of the Dtake^ and in conse- 
quence, a tablet in the dockyard chapel at Portsmouth 
commemorates the heroism of Captam Charles Baker 
No wonder that the newly-escaped crew, who had 
watched the grave, resolute face, and heard the calm, Arm 
answers, felt as xf such biaver> were unexampled, and yet 
— ^thanks to Him, who braced the hearts of our seamen*— 

It IS such foititude as has been repeated again and again 
upon broken ships, and desolate rocks, and fieezing ice- 
beigs, among wuld winds and wildei waves 

From the cold fogs of Newfoundland, let us turn to one 
of the most beautiful of all the tracts of old ocean, that of 
the Cambean sea, where the intense blue of the tropical 
sky is leflected in a sea of still deeper blue, sparkling and 
dimpling under the full power of the sunbeams, and 
broken by the wooded islands, forming the most exquisite 
summer scenery in the world. 
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But these most beautiful of seas are also the most 
treacherous This is the especial home of the hurricane, 
and of brief furious squalls, that rise almost without warn- 
ing, except from slight indications in the sky, which only 
an expenenced eye can detect , and from the sudden 
sinking of the mercury in the barometer , but this often 
does not take place till so immediately before the storm, 
that there is barely a minute in which to prepare a vessel 
for an encounter with this most terrific of her enemies 

In these seas, in the August of 1826, the little schooner, 
Magpe^ was cruising, under the command of a young 
lieutenant named Edward Smith, in search of a piratical 
vessel, which had for some time been the terror of the 
western shores of the island of Cuba The 26th had been 
a remarkably sultry day, and towards evening the Magpe 
lay becalmed off the Colorados rocks, when, at about eight 
o’clock, a slight breeze sprung up from the west, and the 
sails were spiead, but in less than an*" hour, the wind 
shifted to the southward, and a small dark lurid vapour 
was seen under the moon This was the well-known 
signal of coming peril, and instantly Mr Smith was sum- 
moned on deck, the sails furled, and the vessel made as 
ready as human skill could make her for her deadly 
encounter The cloud was rapidly increasing, and for a 
few seconds there was a perfect stillness, till upon this came 
a rushing, roaring sound, distant at first, but m the space 
of a breath, nearer and nearer , while the sea, still as a 
lake elsewhere, was before the black wall that moved head- 
long on, lashed into one white sheet of foam, flying up like 
flakes of snow It was upon them ^ The lieutenanfs 
voice was heard calling to cut away the masts , but even 
then the ship was on her side, and m a few seconds more 
she was gone from beneath the crew * A gunner’s mate, 
named Meldrum, saw for one moment, by the light of a 
vivid flash of lightning, the faces of his comrades strug- 
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glmg in the water, then he swam clear of the eddy made 
by the sinking ship, found something floating, and grasp- 
ing at it, obtained first one oar and then another The 
gust, having done its work, had rushed upon its way, and 
the sea was as still and calm as if its late fury had been 
only a dream 

Meldrum listened breathlessly for some sign of his 
shipmates, and presently, to his great relief, heard a voice 
asking if any one was near It was that of Mr Smitn 
who, with six more, was clinging to a boat, which had 
floated up clear of the ship So many rushed to her in 
their first joy, that she at once capsized, and though all 
the ship’s company, tventy-four in number, were clinging 
to her, some were stretched across the keel, and she was 
thus of course utterly useless except as a float 

Mr Smith ordered them all to quit their position, and 
allow her to be righted They obeyed, and he then placed 
two m her to bale out the water with their hats, directing 
the others to support themselves by hanging round the 
gun-wales till the boat could be lightened enough to 
admit them Just as the baling had commenced, one of 
the men cried out that he saw the fin of a shark, and tiie 
horror of becoming a prey to the monster made the men 
forget everything , they struggled to get into the boat and 
upset It again » Again, however, the lieutenant’s firmness 
prevailed, the boat was righted, and he bade the men 
splash the water with their legs by way of frightening 
away the enemy All went on well, and at length the boat 
was able to hold four men — ^mormng had come, and hope 
with It, when at about ten o’clock, the cry “A shark » a 
shark *” was renewed, and at least fifteen of these creatures 
were among them Once more, m the panic, the boat was 
overturned, but after the first moment, the calm, unflinch- 
mg voice of Edward Smith recalled the men to their reso- 
lution ; the boat was nghted, the two men replaced, and 



A BOOK OF 


408 

the others still hung outside, where the sharks, at first in 
a playful mood, came rubbing against the men, and even 
passing over the boat At last a cry of agony came from 
one o^" the men, whose leg had been seized by a shark, 
and blood once tasted, there was little more hope 5 yet 
still Smith kept his men steady, as holding by the stern, 
he cheered the balers, and exhorted the rest to patience 
till the boat could safely hold them But the monsteis 
closed on their prey , shriek after shriek and reddening 
water showed when one after another was torn from the 
boat, and at last but six lemained, when, as the lieutenant 
looked into the boat for a second, he ceased splashing, 
and at that moment one leg was bitten off Still, in order 
not to startle hrs men, he endiiied the anguish without a 
cry or moan, and they were not aware of what had hap- 
pened till the other limb wa'S seized by the ravenous teeth, 
when, with a groan he could not repress, his hands quitted 
their hold Two of the men were in time to grasp him and 
lift him into the boat, and there, mangled and convulsed 
with agony as he lay, he still turned his whole mind to the 
safety of his crew Calling to him a lad named Wilson, 
whom, as the youngest and therefore the most sheltered 
from danger, he thought the most likely to survive, he 
desired him to tell the Admiral that he was going to Cape 
Ontario in search of the pirate when the disaster occurred 

Tell him,” he added, that my men have done thezr 
duty, and that no blame is attached to them I have but 
one favour to ask, and that is, that he will promote 
Meldrum to be a gunner’^ 

He then shook each man by the hand and bade him 
farewell, with a cheering word for all as long as he could 
speak, but, as the long day of burning sun, without food 
or water, passed by, his strength failed, and he had lost 
the power of speech when at sunset, on another alarm of 

the sharks, a startled movement of the men caused the 

« 
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boat to be again upset, and his sufferings were ended m 
the waves 

The brief grave records of courts-martial speak only 
of the facts that concern the service, and they do not tell 
us of the one anchor of hope that could alone have biaced 
that dying sailor’s soul to that unniui muring patience 
through the anguish, thiist, and heat of that tiopical day , 
but no one can doubt that a man, who thought so much 
of others, so little of himself, whose soul was on his duty, 
and v*ho boie the extiemity of agony so long and un- 
complainingly, must have been upheld by that which 
alone can give true strength Indeed, we know that 
Edward Smith was one of the best loved and most pio- 
mising of the sons of a Hampshiie family, brought up by 
a widowed mother, and that he was especiall> valued by 
the Admiral on the station, Sii Lawrence Halstead 

The only officer now left was a young mate named 
Maclean, ivho, with the spirit of his lieutenant, again 
persuaded the men to right the boat, which was now able 
to hold them all, for only four weic left, himself, the 
gunner’s mate, Meldium, the boy Wilson, and one more 
Twenty hours of sti uggling in the water, wnth, latterly, 
the sun broiling their heads, and not a morsel of food nor 
a drop of dunk, had, however, neaily worn them out, 
the oars weie lost, and though th^ approach of night 
rendered the air cooler, yet the daikness was unwelcome, 
as it took away all chance of being seen and picked up 
by some passing vessel At about thiec o’clock at night, 
poor young Wilson and the other man lost their senses 
from the sufferings they had undergone, and both jumped 
overboard and perished 

Maclean and Meldrum collected themselves after the 
shock, and steadily continued to bale out the water, till 
the boat was so neailv dry, that they could he down in 



A BOOK OF 


4lO 

them both , nor did they wake till the sun was glaring 
upon them far above the horizon What a wakening ’ — 
alone m a frail boat, their companions gone, water all 
round, and swarming with the crutl sharks,— the sun 
burning overhead, and themselves now thirty-six hours 
without food, and parched with the deadly thirst, which 
they had the resolution not to attempt to slake with salt- 
water, well knowing that the momentary relief would be 
followed by worse suffering, perhaps by frenzy They durst 
not even speak to one another, but sat, one in the bow, 
one m the stem, in silent patience, waiting for death 
Hours passed away m this manner , but towards eight 
m the morning a white speck was seen in the distance, 
and both opened their parched lips to shout “ A sail ’ — a 
saiH” They shook hands, with <-ears of joy and hope, 
and strained their eyes as the vessel came nearer, and 
the dark hull could be seen above the hoiizon Nearer, 
nearer — scarcely half a mile from them was the vessel, 
when, alas ’ she altered her course she was sailing away 
They shouted their loudest, and waved their jackets , but 
in vain — the> w ere unseen, and were being left to perish ’ 
The gunner^s mate now rose up He was the elder and 
the stronger man, and he quietly announced his intention 
of swimming to the vessel It was a long, fearfully long 
distance for a man fasting for so many hours , and more 
ternble still than drowning was the other danger that was 
hidden under the golden ripples of those blue waters 
But to remain was certain death to both, and this attempt 
gave the one last hope The brave man gave his last 
wishes m charge to his ofHcer, made the one entreaty, 
that if Mr Maclean saw a shark m pursuit, he would not 
let him know, shook hands, and, with a brief prayer for 
the protection of the Almighty, sprang overboard 
Maclean was strongly tempted to swhn with this last 
companion^ but conquered the impulse as only leading to 
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a needless peril, cheered, and waved his jacket Once he 
thought he saw the fin of a shark, and made a splashing 
in hopes of scaring it from the pursuit, then watched the 
swimmer with earnest hope Meldrum swam, straining 
every nerve, splashing as he went to keep away the shaiks 
and shouting, but no one appeared on deck , and when he 
had accomplished about two-thirds of the w^ay, his strength 
failed him, and he was about to resign himself to float 
motionless, an easy prey to the sharks, when a head was 
seen in the vessel He raised his arms, jumped himself 
up in the water, and was seen » The brig was hove-to 
a boat was put out, and he was taken into it, still able to 
speak and point the way to his companion 

The brig was American , and, at first, the history of the 
last day and night was thought so incredible, that the 
destitute pair were taken for escaped pirates , but the\ 
were, at last, set on shoie at Havannah, and thence con- 
veyed to Port Royal by the first man-of-war that touched 
there 

At the couit-martial held by Sir Lawrence Halstead 
these facts came out Meldrum could not be prevailed 
on to tell his own story , but when his young officer had 
related it, both burst into tears, and embraced before the 
court Not an officer present but was deeply affected , 
and Meldrum was, of course, at once promoted, according 
to the dying request of Lieutenant Smith He died m the 
year 1848, but the name of the Magpie schooner will evci 
remain connected with the memory of undaunted resolu- 
tion and unwearied patience 
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THE FEVER AT OSMOTHERLY 

# 

1825 

OSMOTHERLY IS a small -village in Yorkshire, not far from 
North Ailerton It had been much neglected, the houses 
were ili-built, and theie had been little attention to the 
means of cleanliness, so that the place was exceedingly 
unhealthy, and the people -vveic in the state of dulness 
and Ignorance, that was sure to be the 1 esult of possessing 
a clergyman, who unhappily cared neither for their souls 
nor bodies, and did not even reside among them, but only 
came over frotn time to time to read the service in the 
church 

No wonder that a deadly low fever broke out in this 
unfortunate place, in the autumn of 1825, and went creep- 
ing on fiom house to house, laying one person low after 
another, so that the healthy could hardly be found to 
nurse the sick Among th<=" families upon whom it fell very 
heavily was that of an old widow, who had seen better 
— ^s, but had become nearly destitute, and had for many 
jj^rs past been chiefly suppoited by an allowance from 
brother, who had settled as a merchant in Ameiica 
Thi^ brother had died in the previous year, and ins only 
chil(^ Mary Lovell Pickard, at that time twenty-five yeais 
of age, had, after her long nuising of him, been persuaded 
to cross ^the Atlantic, and make acquaintance with her 
Enghsh relations 
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She had spent many happy months with aunts and 
cousins in prosperous circumstances, but she was not 
going to neglect the poor old aunt in the North, and 
taking advantage of the escort of some friends who were 
going to Scotland, she travelled with them as far as to 
Penrith, and then went by coach to North Alierton, and 
by post-chaise to Osmotheily, where she intended to pay 
a three weeks’ visit at Brush Farm, and be picked up 
again at Penrith on their return 

Her first letter from this place, written on the 2d of 
September, 1825, describes her hostess as “ a small, thin 
old lady, with a pale complexion, and the very brightest 
black eyes, which spaikle when she speaks with a degree 
of animation almost amusing m such an old lady She 
lives m a comfortable little two-story cottage, of four 
rooms, which far exceeds anything I evei saw for neat- 
ness,” — though it seems to have had a clay floor I find,” 
added leind-hearted Mary, " that I could not have come 
at a better time to do good, or a worse for gaining spirits ” 
She found the poor old lady nearly worn out with the care 
of two little grandsons, one of whom was dreadfully ill 
with whooping-cough, but could not be nursed at home, 
as his younger brother, a baby of a fortnight old, was 
equally ill with the same complaint, and his father was m 
great danger with the fever, and had just lost a brother in 
small-pox And worse than all, a son of the old lady had 
been just brought home in a melancholy state, that was 
almost madness 

Many would have thought only of flying from the fever 
Mary Pickard only thought how she could help the suf- 
ferers First she took charge of the sick child, who was 
soon very fond of her, and took a fancy to call her 
** Uncle Mady,” and she likewise went about among the 
other poor, teaching them the care of their sick, and 
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aiding them with hand and head, till no wonder they were 
always declaring, “ they never saw such a lady as Miss 
Pickard ” What she gave away among them was never 
known probably not even to herself , but it is plain that 
she must have been at the expense of their medical 
advice, since her aunt was totally dependent on her, and 
the daughter's husband had hitherto lived solely by his 
daily labour, while the rest of the parish was extremely 
poor, and the destitution caused by sickness was dreadful 
She says herself that the ‘^good little doctor” was her 
only helper, and no doubt she must have called him in, 
since m those days unions and union doctors were not, 
and though parish-doctors were appointed, they were a 
benefit only m name to the poor, who depended almost 
entirely on pn\ ate charity, where they were within reach 
of It, or else upon old women, cunning men, and herbalists 
She had a hard fight with the village superstitious fancies, 
and a harder one with the cottagers^ habits of uncleanli- 
ness , and such was the panic that prevailed, that she 
could hardly rouse them mto exertion to remove the dirt 
that was probably the cause of the sickness, and certainly 
much increased it Whole families seem to have owed 
their food to her, while their bread-winner was laid by , 
but there is no record of the details of her general doings , 
she said in after years, that she should like to write down 
an account of the curious things that had befallen her at 
Osmotherly, but she never had time to do so, and we only 
have her letters written to her Amencan friends at thv 
time, which speak of little but what concerned her rela- 
tions, and for them the work she did would have seemed 
in itself sufficient 

Her cousin " Bessy’s ” husband died of the fever on the 
8th of September, and Mary it was who closed his eyes, 
and the next day stood godmother to the poor little months 
eld baby, which was chnstened at its father’s funeial, with 
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little hope of its living, for its cough was bringing on fits 
Twp nights after she says “ I had been up with the little 
boy the greater part of the night before but, (m the 
true spirit of Polly Pickard, attempting to do more than 
any one would have thought reasonable,) I was quite per- 
suaded that, as I was to sit up, it was as well to do all 
I could , and as poor Bessy had not had a quiet night 
since her child was born, and was going to sleep alone m 
her house for the first time since her husband's death, 
I thought It would do her good, and me no harm, to sit 
up in her parlour, and take care of the baby in the cradle, 
that she might have a little sleep, and not feel alone The 
dear little baby had been better than for some time during 
the day, and I doubted not that it would lie m the cradle 
or on my knee very quietl>, except duimg its coughing 
tits Bessy went to bed , but the poor little creature grew 
worse, and coughed itself into a fit, m which it lay so long, 
that I thought It dead, and awoke its mother But its 
little heart began to beat again, and it seemed to be 
reviving, though slowly, and I sent her off again It 
appeared for some time to be recovering , but all at once 
It sunk away and died in my arms, so peacefully and 
sweetly, that I could scarcely be persuaded that it had not 
fallen into a still slumber, or had another fit But it was 
indeed gone , and when I could bring myself to give it up, 
I arranged its httle body for its last home I don’t know 
when I have had my feelings more excited It was a 
lovely little creature, and I have nursed it so much since 
I have been here, that I found it had become an object of 
great interest to me not a day has passed that I have not 
given three or four hours to it, and it was always so quiet 
with me, that it seemed almost to know when I took it 
As to her own danger m the midst of infection " Don’t 
fear for me , I don't think I am going to be sick^ and it 
wdl be for some good puipose if I am." 
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She took up her quarters with the poor bereaved 
mothei, and was able to be a great comfort to her, by 
long talks at night, when all was still, showing her the 
way to the onl> tiue comfoit, of which the pooi,^ill-taught 
young woman had hitherto known little At the week’s 
end, however, poor Bessy sickened of the worst form of 
typhus , and the next day the favouiite little Jamie fell 
ill also The 'villagers thought the house doomed, and 
Mary saw not a creature but the doctor, day after da> 
The illness lasted eleven days, during which Mary never 
left her night or day, except to lun back to the grand* 
mother’s for a change of clothes , for the sufferer did not 
hke to be touched by any other pezson, and it was best 
that as few should be exposed to the infection as possible 
Her senses never forsook her for a moment, nor her 
deep sense of gratitude to God for the mercies which He 
had bestowed on her amid all her sufferings. It seemed to 
her that His immediate Providence had sent me to them 
just at this time , and her expressions of affection and 
thankfulness were indeed most delightful to me*’ She 
died on the 30th of September, and Mary returned to- 
the care of the little Jamie, who was still extremely ill 
The elder bo> was seven years old, and able to under- 
stand the desolateness of his home, and, as he sat by the 
fire, kept on repeating at intervals the entreaty, “ Cousm 
Mary, you will let me live with you, won’t you?** Poor 
little fellow » he did not long need an earthly home, he, 
too, fell ill, and, after a most patiently-bome sickness, 
TOtched constantly by this loving friend, died on the 30th 
of October 

Still, Mary’s nursing was not ended On the 2d 0! 
November, she wrote “ There are veiy many cases of 
the fever m the village, and as I am almost the only 
person m it who is not afraid of infection, I still have full 
employment m assisting the poor sufferers^ My cousin’s 
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fully preserved and strengthened Heaven save me from 
presumption, but I cannot help feeling that I could not 
have lived through all that I have, unless God had pro- 
tected me ’ ” 

By the end of the month, however, the fever had abated 
sufficiently for Mary to comply with the earnest entreaties 
of her fnends, and come to them at Penrith , but it was a 
cruel partmg with poor little Jamie, who had grown so 
fond of her, that his screams of agony at her departure 
long echoed in her ears The welcome and quiet she 
enjoyed among her fnends made the stay 'with them “ like 
the rest of the Sabbath to the weary labourer,” though 
she was very weak and weary, and needed much rest and 
care But before December was at an end, came a letter 
from the doctor, telling her the poor old aunt herself 
was at the point of death, with the same malignant 
fever Vainly did Mary’s fnends assure her that the 
danger of returning into the infected air was far greatei 
than even all she had gone through before, in her present 
weakened state She knew it was her duty to go, and 
took her leave of them ^‘with many solemn thoughts, 
though hid by cheerful looks,” and feeling as if it was for 
ever that she parted with them 

After an eight hours’ solitary journey, she arrived, and 
had the pleasure of the most ecstatic greeting from poor 
little Jamie He ran round me, jumped up m my lap, 
stroked and kissed my face, as if he could not trust to the 
evidence of one sense, and at last burst out a-crying, 

‘ Uncle Mady won’t go away again ' — Uncle Mady live 
with Jamie every day, won’t you, Uncle Mady^’ ” 

Again she had to be sole nurse and servant in the sick 
house, “ acting in a fourfold capacity,” as she called it 
She put up a little bed m a corner of her aunt’s room, and 
devoted herself to her It was less lonely than before , 
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for the doctor had brought his sister to keep house for 
him, and Mary was able to see much of her More- 
over, the old aunt began to recover from the time of 
her arn\al , and her Amencan heart was rejoiced by the 
snow — *‘it looked so homeish, and so much like your 
happy home the last time I saw it, that I have been enjoy- 
ing the sight highl> 

But the cold and wet, at last, bioke down her stiengtli 
One night, when alone, such a dreadful cramp seized her, 
that she fell on the flooi, and for a considerable time 
could neither move nor make any one hear For many 
da>s after, she lay on her bed, in a state of extreme weak- 
ness, from w^hich she could hardly be recovered, but with 
unfailing brightness It was always remaiked, that “her 
worst days were her gayest ones/^ and at length she 
recovered, and left the place where she had been for so 
many months truly a ministering angel She returned to 
that home m Amenca which had, during her toils, seemed 
to her “ like the dreams one has of heaven, m the twilight 
hours, betw een sleeping and waking ” There she became 
a happ> wife and mothci, and continued to send remit- 
tances to the old aunt, as long as they were needed , but 
she lost bight of little Jamie, and had no further intercouise 
with him He, however, did not forget her, and, early m 
1S49, sent a long, affectionate lettei to her, dwelling grate- 
fully on all she had done for his dying parents and him- 
self But, alas * the letter came too late ]\Iar> — now the 
widowed Mrs Ware — had long been sinking under a fatal 
malady, so endured, that “ her sick chamber was always 
the happiest room in the house,” and had died on a lovely 
April day, in which she looked up and said, with a smile, 
“ What a beautiful day to go /lome 

Surely, if it be a glorious deed to save life at the risk of 
our own, Mary Lovell Pickard, standing alone among the 
dead and dying, in her cheeiful resolution and strong 
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trust, deserves honoui as mucli as any hero who braved 
death in battle or in wreck 

Miss Pickard’s noble action, and anothei similar one, 
suggested a beautiful sketch by Miss Martineau, entitled 
“ The Sickness and Health of the People of Bleaburn,” in 
Nos 9, 10, II, 12 of Household Words 

Let us add to this a parallel fiom Saint Remi Bosrecourt, 
near Dieppe, where, in 1824, there was a terrible attack of 
typhus, exti emely infectious It broke out m a house where 
there weie eleven persons , and such were its ravages, that 
at last, only the father remained with foui little children, all 
ill , and such was the general alarm, that no one would go 
near the cottage All the nurses whom the authorities of 
the village endeavoured to employ, rephed that they would 
not run after death At last, a lady, Mademoiselle Celes- 
tine D^tnmonl, offered herself, and when the fearful nsk 
was set befoie hei, she answered, In the service of God 
and the poor there is no fear of death ” To the cottage 
then she went One more child died, and she herself pre- 
pared It for burial, placing the cofSn in the court-yard, 
wheie alone any one dared to come The othei three and 
the father were saved by her care , and this is said to 
have been only one instance in a whole life of self'devotioi4 
and charity 
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THE CHIEFTAINESS AND THE VOLCANO 
1825 

Few regions in the world are more beautiful than those 
islands far away m the Pacific %\hich ue have been used 
to call the Sandwich Isles They are in great part formed 
b> the busy little coral worms, but m the midst of them 
are lofty mountains, thrown up by the wonderful power 
that we call -volcanic In sailing up to the islands the 
first thing that becomes visible are two lofty peaks, each 
two miles and a half high One is white with perpetual 
snow, the other is dark — dark with lava and cinders, on 
which the inward heat will not permit the snow to cast 
a white mantle The first of these has been tranquil for 
man> years, the other is the largest and most terrible 
active volcano in the world, and is named Kilauea The 
enormous crater is a lake of liquid fire, from six to nine 
miles in circumference Over it plays a continual vapour, 
which hangs by day like a silvery cloud, but at dusk is red 
and glowing like the Aurora Borealis, and in the night is 
as a forest in flames Rising into this lurid atmosphere 
are two black cones, in the midst of a sea of fused lava, 
m which black and pink rocks are tossed wildly about as 
m a seething cauldron The edge of this huge bason of 
burning matter is a ledge of hard lava, abov e w’-hxch rises 
a mighty wall of scoria or cinder , in one place forming an 
abrupt precipice 4,000 feet high, but in others capable of 
being descended, by penlous paths, by those who desiie 
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to have a closer view of the lake of flame within Upon 
the bushes that grow on the mountain-top is found a 
curious fibious substance formed by the action of the air 
upon the vapour rising from the molten minerals beneath, 
It is like cobwebs of spun glass Tremendous is the 
scene at all times, but at the penods of eruption, the 
terrific majesty is beyond all imagination, when rivers 
of boiling lava, blood-ied with heat, rush down the 
mountain-side, forming cascades of living fiie, or spread- 
ing destruction over the plains, and when reaching tlie 
sea, struggling, roars, thundenng, in bubbling flames and 
dense smoke for the mastery with the other element 
Heathen nations living among such wondeiful appear- 
ances of nature cannot fail to connect them with divine 
beings The very name of Volcano testifies to the old 
classical fancy that the burning hills of the Mediterranean 
were the workshops of the armourer god Vulcan and 
his Cyclops , and in the Sandwich Islands, the temble 
Kilaueawas supposed to be the home of the goddess Pele, 
whose bath was in the mighty crater, and whose hair was 
supposed to be the glassy threads that covered the hills 
Fierce goddess as she was, she permitted no woman to 
touch the verge of her mountain, and her wrath might 
involve the whole island in fiery destruction 
At length, however, the islanders were delivered from 
their bondage of terror into a clearer light Missionaries 
came among them, and intercourse with Europeans made 
them ashamed of their own superstitious fancies Very 
gradually the faith of the people detached itself from the 
savage deities they had worshipped, and they began to 
revere the One true Maker of heaven and earth But 
still their superstitions hung round Kilauea There the 
fiery goddess still revelled in her fearful gambols, there 
the terrible sights and sounds, and the desolating streams 
that might at any moment burst from her reservoir of 
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flame were as tokens of anger that the nation feared to 
provoke And after the young King Liholiho, with all his 
court, had made up their minds to abandon their idols, 
give up their superstitious practices, and seek instruction 
from Christian teachers, still the priests of Pele, on her 
darning mountain, kept their stronghold of heathenism, 
and threatened her wTath upon those who should forsake 
the ancient i\orship 

Then it was that a bra\e Chnstian woman, stiong in 
faith and courage, lesohed to defy the goddess in her 
fastness, and bieak the spell that bound the trembling 
people to her worship Her name was Kapiolani, wife of 
Naihe, the public ontor of Hawaii There was no com- 
mon trust and resolution needed to enable her to carry 
out her undertaking Not oni> was she outragmgthe old 
notions that fearful consequences must follow the trans- 
gression of the tadu^ or setting apart Mot only w^as the 
ascent toilsome, and leading into cold regions, winch were 
dreadful to a delicate Hawaiian, but the actual danger of 
the ascent was great Wild crags, and slippery sheets of 
lava, or slopes of crumbling cinders, were strangers to the 
feet of the tendei coast-bred woman And the heated soil, 
the groanmgs, the lurid atmosphere, the vapour that oozed 
up from the crevices of the half-cooled lava, must have filled 
any mind with awe and tenor, above all, one that had 
been bred up in the faith that these were the tokens of the 
fury of a vindictive and powerful deity, whose precincts 
she w^as transgressing Very recently a large body of 
men had been suffocated on the mountain-side by the 
mephitic gases of the volcano — struck dead, as it must 
have seemed, by the bieath of the goddess 

But Kapiolani, strong in the faith that He, as whose 
champion she came, was all-sufficient to guard her from 
the perils she confronted, climbed resolutely on, bearing 
m her hand the sacred bemes which it was sacrilege for 
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one of her sex to touch The enraged priests of Pele 
came forth from their sanctuary among the crags, and 
endeavoured to bar her way with threats of the rage of 
their mistress , but she heeded them not She made her 
way to the summit, and gazed into the fiery gulf below, 
then descended the side of the terrible crater, even to the 
margin of the boiling sea of fire, and hurling into it the 
sacred berries, exclaimed If I pensh by the anger of 
Pele, then dread her power , but, behold, I defy her wrath 
I have broken her tabus , I live and am safe, for Jehovah 
the Almighty is my God His was the breath that 
kindled these flames , His is the Hard which restrains 
their fury ^ Oh * all ye people, behold how vam are the 
gods of Hawaii, and turn and sene the Loid^” 

Safely tht biave woman descended the mountain, 
having won hei cause, the cause of Faith 

In classic times, the philosopher Empedocles had leapt 
into the burning crater of Mount Etna, thereby to obtain 
an imperishable name How much more noble is the name 
that Kapiolani gained for herself, by the deed that showed 
forth at whose command alone it is that the mountains 
quake and flow down, and the hills melt like wax 
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DISCIPLINE 


Perhaps there have ne\er been occasions, when the habit 
of instantaneous obedience to the voice of duty has pro- 
duced more touching instances of forbearance and un- 
selfishness, than in the confusion and despair of a ship- 
wreck What a wTeck can be without such qualities, has 
been but too well proved by the horrible scenes that took 
place after the loss of the French ship Meduse^ when 
brutal selfishness was followed by savage violence and 
cannibalism too shocking to be dw^elt upon , though 
memorable as an example, that every man for himself,” 
IS the most fatal of all policies, even were self-preservation 
the primary object 

In British ships of war, unshrinking obedience, heeding 
nothing but the one matter in hand, is the rule ** As a 
landsman,” says Colonel Fisher, an engineer-officer, who 
was on board the Plover gun-boat in the hottest fire on 
the Peiho nver, “ I was much struck with the coolness 
with which the navigation of the vessel was attended to , 
the man m the chains cries the soundings, the master 
gives his orders to the man at the helm and the engiiieers 
below , the helmsman has no eyes or ears but for the 
master’s duections and signals All seem intent on 
what is their duty at the time being, and utterly un- 
mindful of the struggle raging round them ” And this 
when not only were they being shot down every moment, 
but when each comparatively harmless ball rocked the 



GOLDEN DEEDS 


425 


gun-boat, sent splinteis flying, or brought the yards down 
upon their heads Where such conduct is regarded as a 
mere matter of course, fiom the grey-headed admiral down 
to the cadet and the cabin-boy, no wondei that multitudes 
of deeds have been done, glorious because they placed 
duty far above self, and proved that Nelson’s signal 
IS indeed true to the stiongest instinct of the English 
sailor 

The only difficulty is to choose among the instances of 
patient obedience on lecord , and how many more are 
there, unknown to all but to Him who treasures up the 
lecord, until the day when ‘^the sea shall give up her 
dead Let us cast a glance at the Atalanfe^ bewildered 
in a fog upon the coast of Nova Scotia, and deceived by the 
signal-guns of another ship in distress, till she struck upon 
the formidable reefs, known by the name of the Sisters 
Rocks, off Sambro Island The wreck was complete and 
hopeless, and a number of men scrambled at once into 
the pinnace , but the captain, seeing that she could never 
float so loaded, ordeied twenty of them out, and was im- 
plicitly obeyed, so entirely without a murmur, that as the 
men hung clinging to the weather-gunwale of the ship, 
they drowned the clashing of the falling masts with their 
cheers 

As soon as the pinnace was lightened, she floated off, 
but immediately turned bottom upwards Still the crew 
never lost their self-possession for one moment, but sue 
ceeded in righting her, and resuming their places, wj^thout 
the loss of a man They than waited beyond the dash of 
the breakers on the reef, for Captain Hickey and their 
companions, who were still clingmg to the remains of the 
shig There were two other boats, but too sm^ll to hold 
the whole number, and an attempt was made to construct 
a raft, but the beating of the waves rendered this impos- 
sible, so the men already m the pinnace were directed 
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to lie down in the bottom, and pack themselves like 
herrings m a barrel, while the lesser boats returned 
through the surf to pick off the rest~a most difficult 
matter, and indeed some had to be dragged off on 
ropes, and others to swim, but not one was lost The 
captain was of course the last man to quit the wieck, 
though several of the officers were most unwilling to 
precede him even for a moment, and by the time he 
reached the boat, the last timbers had almost entirely 
disappeared, amid the loud cheeis of the brave-hearted 
crew 

Nothing was sa^ ed but the admiraFs despatches, which 
the captain had secured at the hist moment, and the 
chronometer This last was the special charge of the 
captain’s cleik, who had been directed always to hold it 
m his hand when the guns were fired, 01 the ship underwent 
any shock, so as to present the works from being injured 
On the first alarm he had caught up the chronometer and 
run on deck, but being unable to swim, was forced to cling 
to the mizen-mast ‘When the ship fell over, and the mast 
became nearly horizontal, he crawled out to the mizen-top, 
and sat there till the spar gave way and plunged him into 
the waves, whence he was dragged into one of the boats, 
half-drowned, but grasping tight his precious trust A 
poor merry negro, who held fast to his fiddle to the last 
moment, as he clung to the mam-chams, was obhged to 
let his instrument go, amid the laughter and fun of his 
messmates, who seem to have found food for merriment 
m every occurrence No one had a full suit of clothes 
but an old quaiter-master, named Samuel Shanks, wffio 
had compoited himself throughout as composedly as if 
bhipwiecks befell him every day, and did not even take off 
his hat, except foi a last cheer to the Atalante as she 
sunk He lecollccted that he had a small compass seal 
langmg to his watch, and this being handed to the 
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captain, in his gig, and placed on the top of the chrono- 
meter, It proved steady enough to steer by, as the three 
boats crept carefully along in the dense fog They landed, 
after a few hours, on the coast, about twenty miles from 
Halifax, at a fishing station, where they were wanned 
and fed 

Thence the captain took the most exhausted and least 
clothed of the party in the boats to Halifax, leaving the 
others to march through the half-cleared country Before 
night the whole ship’s company assembled, without one 
man missing, in as complete order as if nothing had hap- 
pened 

Here perfect discipline had proved the means of 
safety, and hope had never failed for a moment, but 
we have still fresh in our memoiies an occasion wheie 
such foibeaimg obedience led to a willing self-sacrifice, 
when safety might have been possible to the strong at 
the expense of certain destruction to the weak 

The Birkenhead, a war steamer u^ed as a transport, 
was on her way to Algoa Bay with about 630 persons on 
board, 132 being her own crew, the rest being detach- 
ments from the 12th, 74th, and Qxst legiments, and the 
wives and children of the soldiers In the dead of 
the night between the 25 th and 28th of Febiuary, 
the vessel struck on a reef of sunken rocks on the 
Afncan coast, and from the rapidity with which she 
was moving, and the violence of the waves, became 
rapidly a hopeless wreck On the shock, the whole of 
the men and officers hurried on deck, and the com- 
manding officer, Lieutenant-Colonel Seton, calling the 
other officers about him, impressed on them the neces- 
sity of preserving order and silence among the men, 
and placed them at the disposal of the commander or 
the vessel 

Sixty were placed at the pumps, others to disengage the 
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boats, and others to throw the poor horses overboard, so 
as to lighten the ship, while the rest were sent to the poop 
to ease the fore part of the ship Every one did as 
directed, and not a murmur nor cry was heard They 
were as steady as if on parade, as ready as though em- 
barking in a British harbour 
The largest boat was unhappily too much encumbered to 
begot at quickly enough, but the cutter was filled with the 
w omen and children, and pushed off, as did two other small 
boats The other two large ones were, one capsized, the 
other stove m by the fall of the funnel, which took place 
immediately after the cutter was clear of the ship, only 
twehe or fifteen minutes after the ship had struck At 
the same time the whole vessel broke in two parts, cross- 
wise, and the stern part began to sink and fill with water 
The commander called out, "^‘All those that can swim 
jump overboard and swim for the boats ” 


But Colonel Seton and the officers with him besought 
their men to forbear, showing them that if did so 
the boats with the women must be swamped And 
they stood stiU Not more than three made the attempt 
Officers and men alike waited to face almost certain death 
rather than endanger the women and children Young 
soldiers, mostly but a short time m the service, were as 
patiently resolute as their elders In a few moiftents the 
whole of these brave men were washed mto the sea, some 
sinking, some swimming, some clinging to spars The 
boats picked up as many as was possible without overload- 
ingthei^ and then made for the shore, which was only two 
mles off, hopmg to land these and return for more, but 


landing was impossible, andlftw 
. * daylight mr a safe landing-place, they were at 

^ schooner, which then made for the 

m I LiS I stiEhangmg to the masts 

m a dreadful state of exhaustion 
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A few, both of men and horses, had succeeded in swim- 
nng to the shore, but some were devoured by the sharks 
n the way, and out of the whole number in the ship, 
nly 192 were saved But those who were lost, both 
aiiors and soldiers, have left behind them a memory of 
aim, self-denying courage as heroic as ever was shown on 
attle-field 
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THE RESCUERS 


We have had a glimpse of the hoirors on board a 
wrecked ship, and the resolution with which they can be 
endured and conquered Let us now look at the shore, 
and at the spirit that has prompted even women to be- 
come their rescuers 

Here, then, is a portion of a « Night Scene by the Sea,” 
namely, the dangeious coast near Cromer, in the county 
of Norfolk It IS taken fiom a poem by Joanna BaiUie, 
and IS literally and exactly true Theie, amid 

The roar of winds and waves 
As strong contention loudly raves, 

A fearful sound of fearful commotion 
The many angry voices of the ocean,” 

theibremost m affording aid to the shipwrecked seamen 
was a ciippled lady, 

“ One wuth limbs nerve bound, 

Whose feet have never touched the ground, 

Who loves m tomes of Runic lore 
To scan the cunous tales of yore, 

Of gods and heroes dimly wild, 

And hath mtently oft beguiled 
Her passmg hours with mystic rhymes, 

Legends by bards rehearsed of other times , 

Learned, and lovmg learning well, 

For college hall or cloistered cell 
A student meet, yet all the while 
As meet, with repartee or smile, 
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*Mid easy converse, polished, blithe, and boon, 

To join flie cncles of a gay saloon , 

From childhood reaied m wealth and ease, 

The daily care heiself to please — 

For selfish nature here below 
A dangerous state, I trow ” 

That crippled lady was Anna Guiney, one of a gifted 
family, surpassing them perhaps in mental pov\ers and 
attainments, certainly not infeiior to any in Chnstian 
benevolence, and (which is the strangest thing of all), 
absolutely more than a match for the soundest and 
healthiest among them in peisonal activity, though unable 
through hei whole life to stand or move without mechani- 
cal aid Her intellect was of the highest order After 
learning all the more accessible languages, she betook 
heiself to the ancient Teutonic branches, and m 1819 
translated the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle As invahd and as 
scholar, she would, as the verses above quoted observe, 
have seemed in especial danger of dwelling on nothing 
beyond her own constant and severe sufferings, and the 
studies that beguiled her attention from them 
Yet She was fuH of the w^annest, bnghtest sympathy 
Her conversation was not only delightful fiom her bril- 
liant powers, but fiom hei lead} perception of the wants 
and wishes of others Not only was her wheeled chair 
propelled in a moment to her bookshelves when she 
wanted a volume to illustrate her thought, but the moment 
she caught a friend’s eye in seaich of any article at a little 
distance, her chan was tuined m that direction, and the 
object was presented with infinite grace She made 
young people exceedingly fond of her, and delighted to 
assist them m their studies She would help boys to pre- 
pare their Greek and Latin tasks with infinite zest, and 
would enliven a lesson with comical and original allusions 
Other children of a lower rank were also taught by her 
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and from her home at North Repps Cottage, she tv on by 
her kindness and helpfulness, the stiongest influence over 
the flsherfolk upon the coast, who looked upon her as a 
superior being 

At her own expense she procured a hfeboat and appa- 
ratus for rescuing the shipwrecked, and to secure the 
right use of these, she would be wheeled down to the 
shore in her chair to give orders and superintend their 
execution Surely there can be no more noble picture 
than this infirm woman, constantly in pain, whose nght it 
would have seemed to be shielded from a lough blast or 
the very knowledge of sufFermg, coming forth in the dead 
of night, amid the howling storm, beating spray, and 
dienchmg rain, to direct and mspiiit its rugged, seafaimg 
men, and send them on errands of life or death Which 
was most marvellous, it is hard to say, the force of will 
that actuated her, or the force of understanding that gave 
value to such presence and commands 

Tiuly may Miss Baillie say— 

‘‘ But no, my words her words may not express, 

Their generous impoit youi own hearts must guess ” 

And when half-drowned sailors were brought ashore, 
she remained to give care and directions for their treat- 
ment, or took them to her own home, where they were 
so welcomed, that it was a saying on the coast that it was 
worth while to be wrecked to be received by Miss Gurney 

“ The lady returns to her home again, 

Wijth the sound of blessings m her ear, 

Fiom young and old, her heart to cheer , 

Sweet thoughts wnthin her secret soul to cherish, 

The blessings of those who were ready to pensh. 

And there lays her dovm on her peaceful pillow, 

Blessed by the Lord of the wind and the billow ” 

When at the age of sixty-one, she laid her down on her 
last pillow, she was carried to hex rest, m the sea-side 
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cliurcli of Overstrand, by old fisbermen— rugged, lovin 
men who knew and valued her— and when they had lowered 
the coffin down the stone steps of the open vault, the^ 
formed a knot at the foot and wept bitterly More tha^ 
a thousand persons from the coast had gathered to shoi* 
their respect and gratitude , most were in mournm^f 
many in tears “ I never,” said one who was present 
‘‘saw so many men weeping, at one time it seemed - 
general wail ” The service was read by the clergyman o 
the parish (who could not but feel that he had lost h} 
most precious earthly helper) simply and calmly , wit i 
cheerful brightness, which showed that his faith hat 
realized her gamj he gave thanks for her 

The cripple gave what she had — her vigorous mmd 
her means, and her spirit Let us turn to one who ha<^ 
neither silver nor gold, nothing but her resolute heart anf 
brave skilful hands Grace Darhng, the daughter of th ‘ 
keeper of one of the hghthouses upon the Fern Islands* 
a perilous cluster of rocks off St Abb’s head, wa/ 
wakened towards the morning of the 6th of September 
1838, by shrieks of distress , and when dawn came, per- 
ceived the remains of a wreck upon Longstone Islandi 
the outermost of the group 

Grace awoke her father and urged him to launch hi'^r 
boat and go to the rescue of any one who might still Ik 
alive in the stranded vessel, but the tide was nsmg, wind 
and sea were wild, and the old man hung back Grace 
how ever, was sute that she discerned a movement on thd 
wreck, as though Imng beings were still there, and seizing 
an oar, placed herself in the boat, which she was well 
able to manage Her father could not let her go alone, 
and they rowed off together in a tremendous sea, en- 
couraged by perceiving that nine persons were still cling- 
ing to the forepart of the ship The father, after many 
vain attempts, succeeded m lai^ng on the rock, and 
F F 
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making his way to the wreck, while Gi ace i owed off and 
on among the breakers, dexterousl> guiding her little boat, 
which but for her excellent management would have been 
dashed to pieces against the rocks 

One by one, with the utmost care and skill, the nine 
survivors were placed m the boat and earned to the light- 
house, where Grace lodged, fed, and nursed them for two 
whole da>s before the storm abated enough for communi- 
cation with the mamland One of them was a Mis 
Daw^son, whose two children, of eleven and eight years 
old, had actually been buffeted to death by the waves 
while she held them in her arms, and who was so much 
injured herself, that it was long before she could leave her 
bed 

The vessel was the Fo^ars/mc, a laige steamer plying 
between Hull and Dundee Her boilers had been out of 
order, their leakage had rendered the engines useless, and 
when the storm arose, the ship was unmanageable with- 
out her steam, and was driven helplessly upon the Fern 
Islands The only boat had been lowered by eight of the 
sailors, who were pushing off in her when one gentleman 
rushed on deck, seized a rope and swung himself^ in after 
them These nine were picked up by a sloop and saied 
Of the others, the whole number had either been di owned 
in their beiths or washed off the w^eck, except four of the 
crew and five passengers, whom Grace Darling’s valour 
had rescued The entire amount of the lost was not 
known, but more than forty had certainly gone on board 
at Hull Some sailors at Sunderland went out to the 
wreck during the storm at the peril of their lives, but 
found only corpses to bnng away Gi ace’s noble conduct 
rang throughout England, and every testimonial that could 
be offered was sent to her We believe that this brave 
girl soon after died of decline 
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THE RESCUE PARTY 

1853 

The Arctic seas have been the scene of some of the most 
noted instances of daring and patience shown by man- 
ners Ever since the reign of Edward VI , when the 
brave Sir Hugh Willoughby and his crew all perished 
frozen at their posts among the rocks of Spitzoergen, the 
relentless ice, and soft though fatal snows of those dreary 
realms, have formed the grave of many a gallant sailor 
Many a life has been lost m the attempt to discover the 
North-west passage, between Davises and Behring’s Straits, 
and to trace the outhne of the northern coast of America 
Whether those lives were wasted, or whether their brave 
example was not worth more to the world than a few 
years more of continuance, is not the question here to be 
asked The later Arctic voyagers had a nobler purpose 
than that of completing the survey of the barren coast, 
namely, the search for Sir John Franklin, who, m 1845, 
had gone forth with two tried vessels, the Erebus and 
Terror, on his second polar expedi^tion, and had been seen 
and heard of no more 

Voyage after voyage was undertaken, m the hope at 
first of relieving and rescuing the lost ships’ companies, 
and then of ascertaining their fate, until the Admiralty 
decided that to send forth more explonng parties was a 
vain risking of valuable lives, and it was only the earnest 
perseverance of Sir John Franldin’s wife and the chival-' 
rous adventure of individuals that carried on the search, 
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tinUl, at the end of fourteen years, Captain, now Sir Leo- 
pold M^ClintocL, m the Fox yacht, discovered the last 
records, which placed it beyond all doubt that the gentle 
and courageous Franklin had died peacefully, before evil 
days had come on his part>, and that the rest had more 
gradually perished under cold and hunger, m the fearful 
prison of icebergs 

Gallant and resolute as were all these northern travel- 
lers, there are two names that perhaps deserve, above the 
others, to be recorded, because their free offer of them- 
selves was not prompted by the common tie of country 
One was the French Lieutenant Bellot, who sailed in the 
Albert in 1851, and after most manful exertions, which 
gained the respect and love of all who sailed with hin^ 
was drowned by the bieakmg of the ice in Wellington 
Sound. The other was Dr Edward Kane, an American 
naval surgeon, who in 1853 volunteered to command an 
American expedition m search of the lost vessels, which 
some supposed to be shut up by the ice m a basin of clearer, 
warmer water, such as it was thought might exist round the 
Noith Pole, and the way to which might be opened or 
closed, according to the shifting of the icebergs 

His vessel was the brig Advance^ and his course was 
directed through Davis’s Straits, and on the way past the 
Danish settlements m Greenland, they provided themselves 
with a partially educated young Esquimaux as a hunter, 
and with a team of dogs, which were to be used m draw 
ing sledges over the ice m explorations 

The whole expedition was one Golden Deed, but there 
IS not space to descnbe it in all its details we must con- 
fine ourselves to the most striking episode in their adven- 
tures, hoping that it may send our readers to the book 
rtself The ship was brought to a standstill in Renfaelner 
Bay, on the west side of Smith’s Strait, between the 79th 
and 80th degrees of latitude It was only the zoth of 
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September when the ice closed m so as to render further 
progress of the ship impossible On the 7th of Novem- 
ber the sun was seen for the last time, and darkness set in 
for 141 days — such darkness at times as was misery even 
to the dogs, who used to contend with one another for the 
power of lying within sight of the crack of light under 
the cabin door 

Befoie the light failed, however, Dr Kane had sent out 
paities to make caches^ or stoies of provisions, at various 
intervals These were to be used by the exploring com- 
panies whom he proposed to send out in sledges, while the 
ice was still unbroken, in hopes of thus discoveimg the 
way to the Polynia, 01 polar basin, m which he thought 
franklin might be shut up The same work was resumed 
with the first gleams of returning light in early spnng, 
and on the i8th of March a sledge was despatched with 
eight men to anrange one of these depots fi>r future use 
Towards midnight on the 29th, Dr Kane and those who 
had remained in the ship, were sewung moccasins in their 
warm cabin by lamplight, when steps w^eie heard abo\ e, and 
4own came three of the absent ones, staggering, swollen, 
haggard, and scarcely able to speak Foui of their com- 
panions were lying under then tent frozen and disabled, 
somewhere among the hummocks, to the north and east, 
it was dnftmg heavily’’ A brave Irishman, Thomas 
Hickey, h<id remained at the peril of his life to feed them, 
and these three had set out to try to obtain aid, but they 
were so utterly exhausted and bewildered, that they could 
hardly be restored sufficiently to explain themselves 

Instantly to set out to the rescue, was of course Dr 
Kane’s first thought, and as soon as the facts had been 
ascertained, a sledge, a small tent, and some pemmican, 
or pounded and spiced meat, were packed up, Mr Ohlsen, 
who was the least disabled of the sufferers, was put into 
a fur bag, with his legs rolled up m dog skins and eider- 
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down, and strapped upon the sledge, in the hope that 
he would serve as a guide, and nine men, with Dr Kane, 
set forth acioss the ice in cold seventy-eight degrees below 
the freezing-point 

Mr Ohisen, who had not slept for fifty hours, dropped 
asleep as soon as the sledge began to move, and thus he 
continued for sixteen houis, during which the ten pro- 
ceeded with some knowledge of their course, since huge 
icebergs of noted forms, stretching in “ longheaded lines” 
across the ba>, sened as a sort of guide-posts But just 
ivhen they had come beyond their knowledge, except that 
their missing comrades must be somewheie within forty 
miles round, he awoke, evidently delirious and perfectly 
useless Presendy, they came to a long, le\el floe, br 
field of ice, and Dr Kane thinking it might have been 
attractive to weary men unable to stagger over the wild 
hummocks and rugged surface of the other parts, he 
decided to search it thoroughly He left the sledge, 
raised the tent, buried the pemmican, and took poor 
Ohisen out of his bag, as he was just able to keep his 
legs, and the thermometer had sunk three degrees lower, 
so that to halt -would have been certain death The 
thirst was dreadful, for there was no waiting to melt 
the snow, and m such a temperature, if it be not thawed 
before touching the mouth, it burns like caustic, and leaves 
the lips and tongue bleeding The men were ordered 
to spread themselves, so as to search completely, but 
though they readily obeyed, they could not help continually 
closing up together, either, Dr Kane thought, from getting 
bewildered by the forms of the ice, or from the invincible 
awe and dread of solitude, acting on their shattered 
nerves in that vast field of intense lonely whiteness, and 
m the atmosphere of deadly cold The two strongest were 
seized with shortness of breath and trembling fits, and 
Dr Kane himself fainted twice on the snow Thus they 
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had spent two hours, having been nearly eighteen without 
water or food, when Hans, their Esquimaux hunter, thought 
he saw a sledge track m the snow, and though there was 
still a doubt whether it were not a mere rift made by the 
wind, they followed it for another hour, till at length they 
beheld the stars and stripes of the Amencan flag fiuttenng 
on a hummock of snow, and close behind it was the tent 
of the lost 

Dr Kane was among the last to come up , his men were 
all standing m file beside the tent, waiting in a sort of 
awe for him to be the first to enter it and see whether 
their messmates still lived He crawled into the darkness, 
and heard a burst of welcome from four poor helpless 
figures lying stretched on their backs “ We expected 
you ’ We were sure you would come and then burst 
out a hearty cheer outside, and for the first time Dr Kane 
was well-nigh overcome by strong feehng 

Here were fifteen souls in all to be brought back to the 
ship The new comers had travelled without rest for 
twenty-one hours, and the tent would barely hold eight 
men, while outside, motion was the only means of sustain- 
ing life By turns, then, the rescue party took two hours 
of sleep each, while those who remained awake paced the 
snow outside, and food having been taken, the homeward 
journey began, but not till all the sick had been undressed, 
rubbed, and newly packed in double buffalo skins, in 
which — ^having had each limb swathed in reindeer skins — 
they were laid on their own sledge, and sewn up in one 
huge bale, with an opening over each mouth for breathing 
This took four hours, and gave almost all the rescuers 
frost-bitten fingers, and then, all hands standing round, 
a prayer was said, and the ten set out to drag the four in 
their sledge over ice and snow, now in ridges, now in 
hummocks, up and down, hard and wild beyond concep- 
tion, Ohlsen was sufficiently restored to walk, and all 
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4ent cheerfully for about six hours, when every one became 
ensible of a sudden failure of their powers 

Bonsall and Morton, two of our stoutest men, came 
t0 me, begging permission to sleep , they were not cold, 
^ he wind did not enter them now, a little sleep was all 
^hat they wanted” Presently Hans was found nearly 
tiff under a drift, and Thomas, bolt upright, had his eyes 
closed, and could hardly articulate At last John Blake 
tlirew himself on the snow, and refused to rise They did 
wOt complain of feeling cold , but it was m vain that I 
TtTCStled, boxed, ran, argued, jeered, or repnmanded, an 
'mmediate halt could not be avoided” So the tent was 
£:atched again with much difficulty, foi their hands were 
*00 powerless to strike a light, and even the whisky, 
*^)hich had been put under all the coverings of the sledge 
It the men’s feet, was frozen Into the tent all the sick 
t nd failing were put, and James M^Gary was left in charge 
f if them, with orders to come on after a halt of four hours, 
fhile Dr Kane and William Godfrey pushed on ahead, 

‘ meaning to reach the tent that had been left halfwav, and 
haw some food by the time the rest came up 
Happily, they were on a level tract of ice, for they could 
Tardly have contended with difficulties m the nine miles 
T aey had still to go to this tent They were neither of them 
f 1 their nght senses, but had resolution enough to keep 
«• moving, and imposing on one another a continued utter- 
^ nee of words , but they lost all count of time, and could 
« niy remember having seen a bear walking leisurely along, 

* nd tearing up a fur garment that had been dropped the 
4.%ay before The beast rolled it into a ball, but took no 
notice of them, and they proceeded steadily, so “ drunken 
‘nth cold,” that they hardly had power to care for the 
’ ght of their half-way tent undergoing the same fate 
“•lowever, their approach frightened away the bear, after 
had done no worse than overthrowing the tent The 
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exhausted pair raised it with much difficulty, crawled m, 
and slept for three hours When they awoke, Dr Kane’s 
beard was frozen so fast to the buffalo-skin over him, that 
Godfrey had to cut him out with his jack-knife , but the> 
had recovered their faculties, and had time to make a fire, 
thaw some ice, and make some soup with the pemmican, 
before the lest of the party arrived 

After having given them this refreshment, the last stage 
of the journey began, and the most severe, for the ice was 
wild and rough, and exhaustion was leading to the most 
grievous of losses— that of self-control In their thirst, 
some could no longer abstain from eating snow — their 
mouths swelled, and they became speechless , and all were 
overpowered by the deadly sleep of cold, dropping torpid 
upon the snow But Dr Kane found that, when roused by 
force at the end of three minutes, these snatches of sleep 
did them good, and each in turn was allowed to sit on the 
runners of the sledge, watched, and awakened The day 
was without wind and sunshiny, otherwise they must have 
penshed , for the whole became so nearly dehnous, that 
they retained no recollection of their proceedings , they 
only traced their course afterwards by their footmarks 
But when perception and memory were lost, obedience 
and self-devotion lived on — still these hungry, frost-bitten, 
senseless men tugged at the sledge that bore their com- 
rades — still held together, and obe>ed their leader, who 
afterwards continued the soundest of the party One was 
sent staggering forward, and was proved by the marks in 
the snow to have repeatedly fallen , but he reached the 
bng safely, and was capable of repeating with perfect 
accuracy the messages Dr Kane had charged him with 
for the surgeon 

A dog-team, with a sledge and some restoratives, was 
at once sent out to meet the others, with the surgeon, 
Dr Hayes, who was shocked at the condition in which he 
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encountered them— four lying, sewn up in furs, on the 
sledge, which the other ten weie di awing These ten, 
three days smce, hardy, vigorous men, were covered with 
frost, feeble, and bent They gave not a glance of recog- 
nition, but only a mere vacant, wild stare, and still staggered 
on, every one of them delirious It was one o’clock in the 
afternoon of the third day that they ai-rived, after sixty-six 
hours’ exposure, dunng which they had been almost con- 
stantly on foot Most of those who still kept their footing 
stumbled straight on, as if they saw and heard nothing, 
till they came to the ship’s side, where, on Dr Kane giving 
the word to halt, they dropped the lines, mounted the 
ship’s side, and each made straight for his own bed, where 
he rolled in, just as he was, in all his icy furs, and fell into 
a heav> sleep 

There were only the seven who had been left with the 
ship (five of them being invalids), to carry up the four 
helpless ones, and attend to all the rest Dr Kane, indeed, 
retained his faculties, assisted in carrying them in, and saw 
them attended to , after which he lay down in his cot, 
but, after an hour or two, he shouted, Halloo, on deck 
there * ” and when Dr Hayes came to him, he gave orders 
to call all hands to lay aft, and take two reefs m the 
stove-pipe ’ ” In like manner, each of the party, as he 
awoke, began to rave , and for two days the ship was an 
absolute madhouse, the greater part of its inmates frantic 
m their several cots Dr Kane was the first to recover— 
Ohlsen the last, his mind constantly running upon the 
search for his comrades in the tent, which he thought 
himself the only person able to discover Of those whom 
the party had gone to assist, good Irish Tom” soon 
recovered , but two died in the course of a few days, and 
the rest suffeied very severely 
The rest of Dr Kane’s adventures cannot here be told , 
suffice It to say, that his ship remained immovable, and. 
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after a second winter of ternble suifenng from the diseases 
induced by the want of fresh meat and vegetables — the 
place of which was ill-supplied by rats, puppies, and 
scurvy-grass— It was decided to take to the boats , and, 
between these and sledges, the ship’s company of the 
Advance^ at last, found their way to Greenland, after so 
long a seclusion from all European news, that, when first 
they heard of the Crimean war, they thought an alhance 
between England and France a mere hallucinatiqn of 
their Ignorant informant Dr Kane — ^always an unhealthy 
man — did not live long after his return , but he survived 
long enough to put on record one of the most striking 
and beautiful histones of patience and unselfishness that 
form part of the best treasury this world has to show 
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THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD OF THE FAR 
SOUTH 

1864 

Our roll of Golden Deeds is nearly at an end, not indeed 
that acts of self-devotion are exhaused, but that full and 
authentic particulars have not reached us of more than 
we have related We have not ventured to tell the stones 
of the gentlemen who, m the Indian mutiny, rode for 
miles through an enemy’s countr>, under a burning sun, 
with the young child of a friend in their arms One of 
these little creatures, still under three years old, whose 
protector had had to fight his way through the natives 
with her on his horse’s neck, was too young to know what 
she owed to him, and only remembered the horrors of her 
ride, so that when he was at length able to restore her to 
her mother, she shrank from him, and would not even 
look at him The other little girl, a little Miss Christian, 
not four years old, was only rescued for the time to fall 
with her protector into the possession of a native prince, 
who retained them in his power while besieging Lucknow 
The child pined and died before the time of release came, 
but her illness was the occasion of an unlooked-for com- 
fort to her companions in captivity A native doctor, 
who was allowed to prescnbe for her, sent some powders 
for her wrapped in a chance bit of printed paper It 
proved to be the leaf of a tom Bible, and these were the 
words that it bore I, even I, am He that comforteth 
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you who art thou, that thou shouldest be afraid of a istein 
that shall die, and of the son of man that shall be made 
as grass , and forgettest the Lord thy Maker, that hath 
sti etched forth the heavens, and laid the foundations of 
the earth , and hast feared contmually every day because 
of the fury of» the oppressor — and where is the fury of the 
oppressor? The captive exile hasteneth that he maybe 
loosed, and that he should not die in the pit, nor that his 
bread should fail But I am the Lord thy God, that 
divided the sea, whose waves roared the Lord of hosts 
IS His Name (Is xlvi 12 — 15) 

The few survivors of that band of ‘‘captive exiles” 
have declared that these words were to them a message of 
exceeding joy and hope of deliverance from the fury of 
the oppressor, and that they were thus greatly strengthened 
to endure imto the end Neither the child nor her rescuer 
were among them They had both been set liree by Sick- 
ness from captivity and all other ills of this mortal life 

Neither can we here pause upon the story of Arthur 
Cheek, the young ensign of only sixteen years old, w^ho 
at Allahabad, sorely wounded and dymg of thirst, not 
only Was steadfast m confessing his own faith, but by his 
exclamation, “ Oh, my friend, come what may, do not deny 
the Lord Jesus,” prevented the apostasy of a convert 
from Mahometanism, whom the Sepoys were cruelly tor- 
turing A sudden attack of the Madras fusileers saved 
the convert, but it was too late to save the martyr boy, 
who had sunk to rest ere his countrymen had made then- 
way into the city 

We must turn from these, and speak of those little elder 
sisters, almost mothers in their love and devotion We 
see such httle heroines oftener than we think dragging 
about babies as big as themselves, to whom they often 
give the last morsel when they are hungry enough them- 
selves, or rushing almost under horses’ hoofs, or carnage- 
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•wheels, to snatch some unlucky brother from the destruc- 
tion into which he is just big enough to toddle Perhaps 
the most notable of all these sisters was Fran^oise Mane, 
of Rochebeaucour, who, at eleven years old, was left an 
orphan with a httle brother of four, to whom she fully did a 
mothers part for three years, maintaining him entirely by 
her knitting and spinning, until, in a seveie wintei, a wolf 
with five whelps burst into the cottage, attracted by the 
smell of the hot loaves that Fran$oise had been baking 

She had almost dnven the she-wolf off with a heavy 
stick, when seemg one of the cubs about to attack her 
brother, she seized the boy, thrust him into a cupboard, 
and buttoned the door That moment gave the wolf time 
to fly on her throat, and the next moment she was the prey 
of the wild beasts Her brother remained safe, though 
unable to get out of the cupboaid till released by the 
neighbours He was an old man in 1796, still cherishing 
the memory of the mother-like sister who had died to 
save him 

Nor may we forget the little Scottish sister, who, when 
lost with her little brother on the mountain side, was 
saved by the good collie dog, who sped home to call help, 
and guided the father to the spot where, buned far under 
a snow-diift, lay the two children, the younger wrapped in 
all the warmer garments of the elder Both survived, 
thanks to the good dog’s timely sagacity Indeed, we be- 
lieve that a chapter of canine deeds, almost deserving the 
name of golden, might be brought together in honour of 
our faithful comrades There was Delta, the dog whose 
skeleton was disinterred at Herculaneum, stretched over 
that of a boy of twelve years old, with an insbription on 
his collar, telling that he had three times saved the life of 
his master — from the sea, from robbers, and from wolves , 
^ere was Phileros, the dog of Athens, who broke his leg 
by leaping after his young mastepr when he had fallen out 
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at the wmdowj and finally died of grief on his grave , 
theie was the dog who is commemorated in Vandyke’s 
picture of the Duke of Richmond, whom his sagacity 
and courage had saved from assassins, there vas the 
dog who awoke his master, Lord Forbes, at Castle Forbes, 
in Ireland, and dragged him, half suffocated and helpless, 
from his burning bed-room, there was the well-known 
dog who daily carried bannocks to the shepherd’s child 
lost in the cave behind the waterfall , there was the 
Newfoundland dog who won a silver collar by sa\ing, 
first the postman, and then his letter-bag from the water 
of a swelled ford Gellert must be given up, since his 
story proves to be only a western version of an Indian 
legend of a serpent and mungoose, instead of a wolf and 
a hound, but there is no passing by the dog of Montargis, 
who, under Charles VI of France, \ainly defended his 
master, Aubn de Montdidier, when set upon by his mortal 
foe, Macaire , then lay day and night on the forest grave 
where Macaire hoped his cnme was hidden, only going to 
the house of his master’s chief fnend in Pans, for his daily 
meal, until at length he was followed, the ground searched, 
the murder discovered, and the corpse freshly buned 
Afterwards, the dog’s furious attacks upon Macaire were 
deemed an accusation, and the matter was put to the 
proof by the ordeal of combat m the Isle de Notre Dame 
The dog had a tub into which he might retire, the man a 
club and a shield The combat was so lengthy that 
Macaire, no doubt from the foice of conscience, was so 
worn out that he fainted away, and on coming to himself 
owned the deed Dogs of St Bernard and Newfoundland 
dogs rise before us by scores when we think of these gallant 
doings— among them the strange black dog who came to 
the lone -widow’s house the night she had with her all the 
proceeds of the sale of her effects, fought manfully till he 
♦drove off the thieves -^ho assailed the house, and dis- 
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appeared so mystenously next morning, that she always 
regarded him as a special messenger of Providence for her 
protection The touchmg picture of “ Rab and his friends” 
1$ no unique incident , it is only that m Dr John Brown it 
met with a spectator and biographer able to appreciate and 
regard the beautiful aifection and fidelity that our Maker 
has embodied before our eyes m these His good creatures 
If, as some wise men have deemed, the brutes are created 
to show us in living shape, figures and emblems of our 
own qualities, the dog, with his master taking to him the 
place of our Great Master, is most certainly the living 
t>q)e of that heart-whole devotion which is the root of 
Golden Deeds 

But we must pass on to the latest of which we have 
heard, and then turn aside from the roll that has truly 
been a labour of love and refreshment 

It was in Australia — that great and somewhat repulsive 
southern island, or rather continent, that has deranged the 
convenient old geographical arrangement of four quarters 
of the world, and, willingly or unwillingly, has received a 
large proportion of the English population, before whom 
the poor feeble native race are fast dwindling away 

Under English management, Australia is excellent for 
sheep farms , but the bush,” as colonists eveiywhere call 
uncleared forest land, is particularly desolate and dreary 
And It was into such bush that, in the winter of 1864, the 
three little childien of a carpenter, named Duff, at a sta- 
tion near Melbourne, wqre often sent out to gather broom 
The eldest was a boy of nine years old , Jane, his sister, 
was seven, and little Frank was five One evening they 
did not come back, and their parents became alarmed 
There are, indeed, in Australia no dangerous wild beasts, 
such as the bears that two little lost Canadian babes once 
called to as their father's oxen, Buck” and Bell” , but, 
on the other hand, there are no raspberries, such a.5 
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sustained those little wanderers — not even the "black- 
berries ” that " dyed the pretty hps ” of our own " Babes 
m the Wood” — only dull gum-trees, with oddly-shaped 
cones and blue upright leases, and bark that they shed 
instead of changing leaves — she-oak trees, with hard 
joints, like over-grown English hoise-tails — monstrous 
nettle-trees, like a bad dream of our English stinging- 
nettle— all growing in such similar shapes and clusters, 
that it is a most difficult, nay, impossible, thing for a 
person once lost to recover his bearings , and, worse than 
all, the di ought is terrible, so that thirst will cause a more 
painful death than even hunger Stout men, sturdy ex- 
plorers, have been known to lie down, famished, to die in 
this inhospitable forest, and what could be the fate of 
the poor little children ? 

The father and his neighbours in vain shouted " Cooee 
(the bush call), and sought the country day after day, 
until a week had passed , when he obtained the aid of 
some of the natives, who, despised as they are by the 
colonists, ha^re a wonderful power of tracking the famtest 
trail in their forests They soon made out signs where the 
children had been, from the bendings of the twigs or the 
tramplings of the grass " Here little one tired,” they 
said , " sit down Big one kneel down , carry him along 
Here travel all night , dark — not see that bush , her fall 
on him ” Then came " Here little one tired again , big 
one kneel down , no get up — ^fall flat on face ” 

The children had been lost on Friday afternoon On 
the Saturday week, the blacks led the father up to a clump 
of broom, where lay three little figures, the least in the 
middle, with his sistef s frock over his own clothes Dufi 
went up to them, comforted, at least, that he could„ caiiy 
home the little corpses to their mother But the eldest 
boy roused himself, sat up, and said, " Father ' ” then fell 
back from sheer weakness , and, indeed, his lips were so 
G G 
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shrunk, that the> could no longer cover his teeth Little 
Frank awoke as if from a quiet sleep ‘‘Father, why 
didn’t >ou come before^” he said, “we were cooeeing 
for you” Jane was scarcely ahve, when she was lifted 
up, she only made a murmur of “ Cold-— cold ’ ” If neither 
had Ined to tell the tale, little Frank’s condition, so much 
better than that of his elders, would have told how free 
from selfishness their behaviour must have been through 
all that dreadful week When the elder brother vi as carried 
past the places that the blacKs had pointed out, his account 
of their wandermgs and adventures exactly agreed with 
what the natives had inferred He said that this whole 
time they had oeen without food, and had only had one 
drink of water — perhaps fiom the “pitchei plant,” which 
IS a native of those woods, and has a wonderfully-shaped 
cup, which retains water for many weeks A man had 
been known to live eleven days in the bush upon nothing 
but water , but the endurance of these little ones was even 
more wonderful 

They were all fast recovering , and the feeling of admi 
ration for little Jane was so strong in the colony, that 
a subscription was being raised for hei, which soon 
amounted to seveial hundred pounds May it be well 
and wisely laid out on her behalf, and may her further life 
be worthy of the Golden Deed of her childhood * 
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2 S 3 

1273* 

Rudolf’s Draught of Water 

Swiss 

Germany 

19 

1291 

Guzman s Fidelity 

Spaniard 

Tanfa 

136 

1306 

Bruce s Defence 

Scot 

Scotland 

120 

1308 

Gertrude von de Warts 
Faithfulness 

German 

Austria 

143 

1314 

Bruce s Protection of the La 
vender 

Scot 

Ireland 

20 

1332 

DlEUDONNis SUBMI»fS 10 N 

Provenfal 

Rhodes 

148 

1347 

4! 

Surrender op the Burghers 
OP Calais 

French 

Calais 

15s 

1397 

Winkelrieds Charge 

Swiss 

Switzerland 

168 

140Z 

The ^uccourer of Rothsay 

Scot 

Scotland 

6 

1435 

Cath vkine Douglas s De- 
fence 

Scot 

Scotland 

i8r 

^433 

Fernando s Constancy 

Portuguese 

Africa 

17s 

1440 

Helen Kottenner and St 
Stephen s Crown 

Hungarian 

Hungary 

189 

1450 

The Succourer of Gilles de 
Bretagne 

Breton 

Brittany 

6 

I 4 SS 

George theTriller s Rescue 

German 

Saxony 

199 

1491 

The Spaniard at the Gates of 
Grenada 

Spaniard 

Spam 

3 

IS 3 S 

Margaret Roper s Filial Love 

English 

England 

2 XX 

1564 

Kourbsky s Letter Carrier 

Russian 

Russia 

22$ 

1565 

Defence of Fort St Ei mo 

Orderof S John 

Malta 

«34 

1576 

Sydneys Draught op Water 

English 

Holland 

19 

1578 

Borromeo in the Plague of 
Milan 

Italian 

Milan 

288 

t622 

Vincent de Paul as aCon vict 

French 

trance 

246 

X64X 

The Housewives of Lowen 

BURG 

German 

Germany 

253 

1643 

The Spanish Infantry s Fall at 
Rocroy 

Spaniards 

Flanders 

J 4 

2648 

The Lindsays at Edgehill 

English 

England 

261 

2652 

The Flask at Flenshorg 

Dane 

Holstein 

19 

X 6 S 6 

The Plague Stricken Eyam 

English 

England 

290 

1672 

The Soldiers Cloaks covenng 
Turenne 

French 

Germany 

272 




CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE 

m 

Date 

Dt,ed 

\atum 

Cou?ihy Paee 

1700, ^ 

Ladv Edgeworth s Presence 





OF Mind 

Insh 

Ireland 

277 

720 c 

Helen W alrer s Petit ion 

Scotch 

England 

337 

1721 

Bishop Belzunce in the 





Plague of M nrseilles 

F rencb 

France 

29* 

1760 

The Shout of d Assas 

French 

Germany 

29 

1790 

Madame Augguier at the 


\ 



Queen s Door 

French 

France j 


1792 

The Rescue of AbbA Sicakd 

French 

France V 


1792 

The Daughters Defence 

French 

France/ 

300 

1792 

The Princesse de L ^aiBALLt s 


\ 



Friendship 

French 

France j 


TC 793 

The Revolt of La Vendee 

French 

France 

309 

1793 

The Faithful Slanes of 





Haiti 

Negro 

West Indies 

329 

1798 

Casabianca s Obedience 

French 

A.boukir Bay 

268 

iS— 

Ros»e Pasquer^s Faithfulness 

French 

France 

493 

1804 

The Gunpowder at St He 





LIERS 

Jerseyman 

Jersey ^ 

280 

1804 

Crew of the Hindostan 

English 

Mediterranean 

281 

1803 

Prascovia s Journey 

Russian 

Russia 

337 

1807 

The Fortitude of Agnes 





Green 

English 

England 

358 

zSo8 

The Defence of Zaragoza 

Spanish 

Spam 

365 

1810 

The Fidehty of Ivan 

Russian 

Caucasus 

283 

x8zi 

The Field of Casal Novo 

English 

Spam 

379 

x 8 x 3 

The Magazine of Cuidvd 





Rodrigo 

Enghsh 

Spam 

283 

zSi2 

The Hessian Soldiers in 





the Retreat 

German 

Russia 

274 

1812 

Jeanne Parflles Filial 





Piety 

French 

France 

38s 

1S16 

Mr Buxton and the Mad 





Dog 

English 

England 

379 

x820 

The Fire at Strasburg 

French 

France 

283 

x822 

The Crew of the Drake 

English 

Newfoundland 

403 

*823 

MfcRE Jaquemin and her 





Lodger 

French 

France 

397 

XS24 

The Saint Remt Fever 

French 

France 

419 

1825 

The Loss of the Magpie 

English 

West Indies 

403 

1823 

The Osmotherly Fever 

American 

England 

412 

1825 

Defying the Volcano 

Polynesian 

Hawau 

420 

1830 

Alboms Fight with the Mad 





Dog 

French 

France 

38a 

1830 

Fanny Mullers Self denial 

German 

France 


1830 

Martin s Fidelity toSully s 





Descendants 

French 

France 

390 



454 


CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE 


Daiiit 

iSs? 

Deed 

Jean Vigiprs Love to his 

Nation 

touniry JPage 

Mother 

French 

France 

388 

183S 

Grace Darling 

English 

England 

433 

1840 

M ADFLEINeS < 4.UNIER’SCHARITy 

French 

France 

399 

3850 c Soldiers in the Birkenhead 

Enghsh 

African Coast 

427 


Crew of the Atlaate 

English 

Nova Scotia 

42 ;? 


Anna Gurney s Rescues 

English 

England 

430 

1848 

1832 

Paul Dunez s Faithfulness 
Madeleine Blanchets De 

Negro 

Cayenne 

336 

FENCE 

French 

France 

393 

1853 

Dr. Kane’s Rescue Party 

Amencan 

ArcticRegions 

43 ;> 

18,4 

Dr Thomson at the Alma 

Enghsh 

Cnmea 

7 

1S54 

E 8 :r 7 

Florence Nightingale 

Lieut Willoughby in the hlaga 

Enghsh 

Cnmea 

7 

zine at Delhi 

Enghsh 

India 

280 

^3sy 

i 8:>7 

Dr Hay at l^enares 

Deeds of the English m the 

Enghsh 

India 

7 

Mutiny 

English 

India 

444 

1863 

Unselfish Soldier 

Amencan 

N States 

9 

1864 

Dying Engineer 

American 

N States 

9 

1864 

z8&4 

The Substitute 

Australian Children in the 

Amencan 

S States 

166 

Wood * 

Enghsh 

Australia 

444 
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THE SUNDAY BOOK OF POETRY FOR THE 
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land, with the music ot each prefixed to the Words How much tiue 
wholesome pleas ui a such a book can diffuse aud will diffuse, we trust, 
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